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THE 


SCOTTS   OF  BESTMINSTER 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


WRECKED    HOPES. 


Lord  Normtngton  had  left  a  card  as  he 
had  promised,  and  Captain  Scott  had  re- 
turned it,  and  had  lunched  with  his  father- 
in-law's  old  friend,  and  had  found  him 
much  more  to  his  liking  than  he  had  found 
the  other  local  magnate,  Mr.  Chivers. 

'  Chivers  is  a  regular  old  stick-in-the- 
mud  !'  his  lordship  had  said  ;  '  he  and  your 
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brother  think  the  world  was  made  in  the 
Conservative  interest.  I  hate  politics  like 
poison.  My  doctor  always  finds  I  need 
a  course  of  German  baths  at  election 
times.  Self,  pelf,  and  spite  govern  both 
parties — I  hate  both  parties.  Of  course, 
there  are  good  men  and  true  on  both 
sides ;  but  it's  all  self-seeking  with  the 
majority.  When  they  find  I'm  determined 
to  get  out  of  the  way  and  vote  for 
neither,  they  ask  me  to  influence  my 
tenants  :  Til  be  handed  if  I'll  influence 
them  !  let  them  do  as  they  like.  Why 
shouldn't  they  have  a  go  at  it,  hammer  and 
tongs,  one  against  the  other  ?  They  need 
their  dry  bones  to  be  rattled  up  in  these 
deadly-lively  diggings.  Sensible  fellow 
that !'  he  said  afterwards  of  his  young 
guest.  '  Linley's  girl  has  done  well  for 
herself!  If  ever  I  have  a  chance,  I  shall 
give  him  a  leg-up.' 
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He  rode  over  to  see  the  little  house,  and 
was  much  Interested  in  the  alterations  and 
improvements,  and  he  had  the  young  man 
to  shoot  his  best  covers  on  the  ist,  and 
made  him  free  of  his  warren  for  the  winter. 
So  all  went  well  with  Captain  Scott  ;  his 
health  was  excellent,  and  w^hen  on  the 
6th  of  September  a  telegram  arrived  from 
Major  Barlow^  telling  him  Janie  had 
actually  sailed,  his  happiness  was  all  but 
complete.  Everything  was  now  pushed  on 
at  increased  speed.  The  little  conservatory 
was  filled  with  flowers ;  chimneys  were 
swept ;  carpets  were  put  down ;  butcher, 
baker,  and  <2:rocer  were  warned  that  thev 
would  soon  have  to  call  daily  for  orders  . 
the  nearest  farm-house  was  requisitioned 
for  milk,  butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  Captain 
at  last  took  possession  of  the  little  domain 
so  as  to  get  the  new  servants  into  training. 
In  all  this  preparation  Mary  Latimer  was 
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expected  to  be  at  his  elbow  ;  but  thouQ^h  he 
asked,  and  generally  followed,  her  advice 
as  to  the  arrangement  of  the  furniture, 
she  often  found  on  her  next  visit  things 
had  been  rearranged  to  suit  his  own  fancy. 
Mr.  Scott  watched  the  two  furtively,  and 
was  more  and  more  convinced  Mr.  Chivers' 
insinuation  was  base.  Ambrose  was  not 
sentimental,  but  he  could  tell  when  love- 
making  was  going  on,  and  there  was  no 
sign  of  love-making  between  his  young 
brother  and  Mary.  The  girls  were  always 
with  Miss  Latimer,  too  ;  Uncle  Charley 
trotted  them  all  out  unmercifully,  keeping 
them  busy  at  the  cottage  till  late  in  the 
afternoon  ;  but  though  they  declared  he 
tired  them  out,  they  were  always  willing  to 
stay,  for  before  they  started  home  he  had 
always  a  feast  of  good  things  ready  for 
them  :  such  delicious  tea  and  cream,  such 
cakes  from  London,  that  they  would  gladly 
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have  endured  twice  the  fatigue  for  the  sake 
of  the  reward.  Nothing  was  allowed  to 
be  left,  either :  cakes  and  sweets  would  not 
keep,  he  said ;  and  Ann  and  Jane  were 
made  to  fill  their  pockets.  Even  Mrs. 
Scott  became  lively  with  the  unwonted 
excitement. 

At  last  all  was  in  order.  The  cook  had 
learned  to  make  eatable  curry  which  did 
not  skin  the  throat ;  the  Vicar  had  learned 
to  eat  it  with  fork  and  spoon  in  the 
orthodox  manner.  The  little  store-room 
was  stocked  as  if  to  stand  a  siege  ;  a  new 
side-saddle  of  the  daintiest  make  was  ready 
in  the  well-aired  harness-room.  A  beauti- 
fully inlaid  sewing  -  machine  stood  in 
one  bay-window  ;  a  handsome  writing- 
table,  well  supplied  with  feminine  weak- 
nesses in  tinted  and  gilded  and  illustrated 
stationery,  stood  cosily  between  the  fireplace 
and  the  window,  and  an  Erard's  piano,  with 
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pink  wax  candles  all  ready  In  its  brackets, 
and  a  roll  of  new  songs  beside  It,  only 
waited  the  guiding  hands  of  the  mistress  to 
give  forth  Its  harmony.  No  one  had  been 
allowed  to  play  on  it ;  Charley's  fancy  was 
that  Janle's  fingers  should  sound  the  first 
melody  In  their  first  English  home.  The 
ribbon  which  bound  the  songs  was  to  be 
untied  by  no  one  but  Janle.  The  key  of 
the  piano  was  kept  in  Charley  s  pocket,  lest 
anyone  should  be  tempted  to  break  his  law. 

*  Uncle  Charley  is  such  fun !'  said  his 
nieces. 

*  The  lad  Is  crazy  over  his  new  toy,'  said 
his  brother. 

Charley  was  somewhat  shy  over  men- 
tioning his  wife  in  public,  but  that  every- 
thing he  prepared  and  planned  was  entirely 
for  and  in  reference  to  her  was  verv 
evident  to  all.  Everyone  was  ready  to 
pay  court  to   the  expected  arrival  ;  every- 
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one  took  deep  personal  interest  in  the 
house  and  furniture.  Little  else  was  talked 
of  in  those  weeks  of  expectation.  What 
a  nice  thing  it  would  be  through  the 
coming  winter  to  walk  out  to  the  cottage 
and  see  the  young  couple  playing  at  house- 
keeping!  What  a  fund  of  interest  was 
opening  out  in  the  dull  neighbourhood 
with  the  coming  of  the  gay  young  people ! 
All  Bestminster  quivered  with  excitement,, 
and  even  distant  Normington  was  agitated. 
There  were  lively  discussions  as  to  who 
would  be  expected  to  call,  and  how  soon 
they  could  call  without  intruding.  Would 
the  lady,  highly  connected  as  she  was  said 
to  be,  be  stuck  up  and  go  in  for  the  county, 
or  the  gentleman  continue  as  sensible  and 
nice  as  he  was  at  present,  and  be  content 
with  his  late  father's  and  brother's  pro- 
fessional friends  '^.  Questions  of  deep  local 
importance ! 
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That  he  would  join  the  hunt  was 
certain — he  had  already  subscribed  ;  and 
that  she  was  '  quite  at  home  on  horseback ' 
was  evident  by  the  saddle,  which  was  of 
the  best  town  make — country  saddlers 
were  evidently  not  ^^ood  enough  for  her. 
Her  habit  would  probably  be  quite  short 
— Bestminster  ladies  thought  short  habits 
fast,  yet.  That  they  would  all  need  to 
brush  up  in  dress,  and  homes,  and  enter- 
tainments seemed  positive,  and  the  ladies 
persuaded  the  news-room  committee  to 
take  in  The  Queen,  that  they  might  get  the 
newest  ideas  of  the  doings  of  upper-class 
society. 

By  the  20th  Captain  Scott  had  become 
very  restless.  He  had  been  disappointed 
of  a  telegram  from  Aden,  and  reckoned 
the  ship  must  by  now  be  In  the  Canal  ;  and 
at  last  he  determined  to  go  off  to  London, 
where  he  could  learn  the  boat's  movements 
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without  delay.  When  he  started  he  was 
regarded  as  one  regards  a  bridegroom 
going  off  to  be  married,  and  good  wishes 
and  God-speeds  were  lavished  on  him  by 
the  small  crowd  that  accompanied  him  to 
the  station. 

A  sudden  dulness  fell  on  the  little  com- 
munity when  he  had  gone ;  the  summer 
seemed  to  fade  all  at  once  into  autumn  ; 
dead  leaves  raced  each  other  through  the 
empty  streets,  and  Mary  and  the  girls, 
walking  in  the  garden  amongst  the  dis- 
coloured dahlias  and  dying  sunflowers, 
talked  together  so  quietly  that  Mrs.  Scott 
doubted  their  presence,  and  looked  out  to 
be  sure  they  had  not  gone  out  by  the  back 
door.  She  herself  was  restless,  while 
Ambrose  admitted  he  missed  '  the  boy's 
chatter '  dreadfully.  Even  the  Vicar's 
sermons  breathed  a  less  hopeful  tone  as  he 
missed  the  bright  upturned  face,  and   the 
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choir — without  the  full,  true  lead  Charley- 
had  delighted  to  give — attempted  Gregorian 
chaunts  and  minor  keys,  and  went  horribly 
wrong  deservedly. 

Captain  Scott  went  off  to  the  ship's 
office  early  on  the  morning  after  his 
arrival  in  London.  He  had  reckoned 
that,  all  being  well,  as  of  course  it  could  not 
fail  to  be,  the  boat  must  already  be  very  near 
Malta ;  but  in  answer  to  his  inquiries  he 
was  told  they  had  no  news  to  give  him. 
No  telegram  had  been  received  from  Aden 
or  Suez  ;  nothing,  in  fact,  had  been  heard 
since  she  left  Bombay  on  the  5th  instant. 
There  were  several  people  in  the  office 
making  the  like  inquiries.  Most  of  them 
were  very  anxious,  but  the  clerks  were 
very  busy  and  curt  in  their  repeated 
assurances  that  they  had  nothing  to 
say. 

Charley  waited  awhile,  and  then  went  to 
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a     mild-looking,     elderly    person,     sitting 
writing  behind  a  glass-screened  desk. 

'  Isn't  it  usual  for  your  boats  to  tele- 
graph from  every  port  ?'  he  asked. 

*  Pretty  usual/ 

*  Can  anything  have  gone  wrong  with 
the  Elephaiita  ?' 

It  was  a  silly  question,  Charley  knew, 
but  he  had  received  a  sudden  shock.  The 
man  looked  at  him  as  much  as  to  say, 
'  What  a  fool  you  are  !'      He  said  : 

'  Perhaps  they're  lying  by  in  a  storm  ; 
perhaps  part  of  the  gear  has  failed. 
We've  done  our  best,  and  are  doing  our 
best,  to  hear  of  her.  We  shall  probably 
know  something  in  a  day  or  two.' 

*  Isn't  it  easy  to  know  when  she  left 
Aden  ?     Can  I  telegraph  there  ?' 

'  She's  never  got  to  Aden — we  know 
that  much.  Call  again,  sir  ;  we  know 
nothing  more  now.' 


12         THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

Captain  Scott  could  not  wait  till  next 
day.  He  was  back  at  the  office  in  the 
afternoon,  having  spent  the  interval  in 
seeing  the  doctor^  who  had  pronounced  his 
health  excellent,  and  in  talking  to  his  club 
friends,  who  had  cheered  him  up  with  as- 
surances that  the  ship  must  be  safe,  and 
that  '  those  fellows  of  clerks  make  a  fuss 
about  nothing  just  to  show  their  im- 
portance.' This  time  he  sent  his  card  in 
to  one  of  the  principals,  who  received  him 
very  kindly,  and,  not  guessing  the  near 
relationship  of  '  the  friend  on  board  the 
Elephanta'  told  him  plainly  that  very 
grave  fears  were  entertained  about  the 
ship's  safety,  as  a  storm  of  unexampled 
violence  had  raged  over  the  Indian  Ocean 
just  at  the  time  she  was  on  her  way  to 
Aden. 

Charley  showed  no  sign  of  agitation. 
Long  afterwards   he   said   he   felt  literally 
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nothing  more  than  the  interest  anyone  and 
everyone  feels  on  such  occasions.  He 
suggested  she  might  have  been  driven 
past  Aden  without  having  been  seen,  but 
was  answered  that  thouorh  such  a  thinof 
was  possible,  she  must  have  been  seen  in 
the  narrower  and  much-frequented  Arabian 
Sea.  Besides,  she  should  at  least  have 
reached  Suez  long  ere  this.  Telegrams 
had  been  sent  wherever  there  was  any  pos- 
sibility of  hearing  of  her,  but  without  avail. 

*  She  is  well  officered,'  added  the  prin- 
cipal, '  and,  I  believe,  in  first-rate  condition. 
So  many  strange  things  happen  at  sea  that 
one  never  likes  to  despair.  She  may  be 
lying  by  dismantled,  waiting  for  help. 
Any  moment  may  bring  news  of  her  per- 
fect safety.  For  the  sake  of  those  who 
have  friends  on  board  it  is  best  to  hope  on 
to  the  last.' 

Then    he   promised    to    let   his    visitor 
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hear  the  instant  any  news  arrived,  and 
Charley  passed  out  into  the  busy,  noisy 
street. 

The  principal  gave  the  card  to  a  clerk, 
bidding  him  make  an  entry. 

'  That's  the  name  of  one  of  the  passen- 
gers,' said  the  clerk,  taking  up  a  list.  '  Yes, 
here  it  is,  sir,  amongst  the  ladies — Mrs. 
Scott.' 

'  By  George !'  said  the  superior.  '  His 
wife,  no  doubt !  Poor  chap !  and  how 
bravely  he  took  it !' 

'  Or  his  mother-in-law,'  said  the  clerk 
jocosely.      '  That  alters  the  case,  sir  ?' 

Captain  Scott  walked  back  to  his  club 
as  if  in  a  dream.  There  was  upon  him  a 
horror  of  being  alone,  a  dread  of  sitting 
down  to  think.  He  was  perfectly  calm. 
His  step  was  as  firm  and  upright  as  if  he 
were  going  on  parade.  Yet  he  was  con- 
scious   of  a    possible    breakdown    of    this 
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serenity,  of  a  something-  gathering  in  in- 
tensity, brooding  over  him,  which  must  in 
time  crush  him  to  the  earth.  When  he 
entered  the  club  he  asked  for  a  glass  of 
beer — the  typical  Englishman's  solace  in 
all  difficulties — but  after  one  sip  he  put 
the  tumbler  down.  His  throat  refused  to 
swallow.  He  orlanced  round  at  the  ei^ht 
or  ten  other  occupants  of  the  room,  half 
expecting  to  find  them  watching  him  ;  but 
they  were  all  intent  on  their  own  papers, 
till  he  called  to  a  waiter  to  bring  him  a 
directory,  and  then  something  in  his  voice 
made  two  or  three  look  up  at  him.  One 
of  these  sprang  up  as  he  looked  and  re- 
cognised him. 

'  What,  Scott,  old  fellow  !'   he  cried. 

Charley  stood  facing  him,  but  offered 
neither  hand  nor  word  of  greeting. 

The  other  put  his  arm  in  his  and  drew 
him  to  a  recessed  window. 
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'  Why,  in  your  last  letter,'  he  said,  ^  you 
told  me  you  were  as  strong  as  Ajax,  or 
that  other  fellow,  Hercules.  What's  up 
now  ?' 

'  Yes  !'  said  Charley,  as  if  waking  up 
slowly.     *  Oh,  it's  Cartwright.' 

*  Yes,  it  is,  and  I  want  to  introduce  you 
to  my  missis.  Though  you  wouldn't  come 
to  our  wedding,  we  bear  you  no  spite. 
Has  yours  joined  you  yet  ?' 

Then  Charley  clutched  him,  leaning  all 
his  powerful  weight  upon  him  as  if  he 
must  clutch  or  drop,  and,  as  coherently  as 
he  could,  told  what  was  feared  of  the  ship's 
fate.  He  got  better  as  he  poured  out  his 
distress  to  friendly  ears,  and  a  man's  spirit 
to  endure  came  back  to  him.  He  pulled 
himself  together  mentally  and  physically, 
and  as  he  talked  over  the  pros  and  cons 
with  his  sympathising  friend,  he  began  to 
cast  off  the  despair  that  had  assailed  him. 
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Mr.  Cartwright  was  very  good  to  him. 
He  suggested  a  visit  to  Lloyd's,  but  Lloyd's 
knew  nothing.  Then  together  they  went 
again  to  the  ship's  office,  only  to  find  it 
besieged  by  dismayed  friends  of  the  pas- 
sengers of  the  Elephanta.  They  got  a 
little  ray  of  comfort  there,  however ;  for 
Charley  saw  a  list  of  the  passengers,  and 
felt  that  in  Major  Mortimer  Janie  w^ould 
not  feel  friendless ;  but  the  next  day 
brought  a  crushing  blow,  and  Charley  read 
it  in  the  morning's  news  as  he  sat  at  break- 
fast, the  almost  solitary  occupant  of  the 
club. 

'  The  s.s.  Asia  reports  picking  up  a 
boat  bottom  upwards,  marked  Elephanta, 
on  the  20th  inst.,  lat.  lo"  20'  N.,  long. 
50"  17'  E.  ;  and  it  is  feared  that  the 
s.s.  Elephanta,  which  left  Bombay  for 
England  on  the  5th  inst.,  must  have  been 
caught  in  the  storm  that  raged  throughout 
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that  district,  and  has  gone  down  with  all 
hands.  The  trading  ship  Boscawen  reports 
seeing  a  large  steamer  in  a  dismantled 
condition  drifting  before  the  wind  on  the 
13th  inst.  The  weather  being  too  rough 
for  signalling,  they  were  unable  to  make 
her  out.' 

Then  followed  the  tonnage  and  age  of 
the  ship,  the  names  of  her  captain  and 
crew,  and  a  list  of  the  passengers. 

Mr.  Cartwright  found  him  towards  dusk 
sitting  in  the  office  of  the  steam.ship's  com- 
pany, '  waiting,'  he  said.  The  room  was  full 
of  other  silent,  patient  waiters.  The  prin- 
cipals came  amongst  them  every  now  and 
then,  trying  to  express  hopes  they  could 
not  feel,  till  the  dusk  deepened  and  a  stir 
began  amongst  the  departing  clerks.  Then 
one  by  one  the  mournful  assembly  rose  and 
passed  out  into  the  night,  and  Captain  Scott, 
putting  his   arm  in  his  friend's,  went  out 
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also,  but  he  could  not  be  induced  to  go 
home  with  him. 

*  I  shall  have  to  struggle  through  it 
somehow,'  he  said.  '  And  that  clerk  told 
me  all  sorts  of  unexpected  things  happen  at 
sea.  I  don't  mean  to  give  up,  old  fellow  ; 
and  I  don't  mean  to  be  a  wet  blanket  to 
you  and  your  wife.' 

But,  notwithstanding  his  protest  against 
hopelessness,  Charley  did,  in  the  solitude 
and  silence  of  the  night,  realize  the  bitter- 
ness of  despair.  All  through  the  night  he 
paced  up  and  down  his  room,  while  visions 
of  the  storm-tossed  vessel  full  of  helpless 
beings  refused  to  leave  his  mind's  eye.  He 
thought  of  his  sensitive,  terrified  wife  ex- 
posed to  all  the  horrors  of  wet  and  priva- 
tion, and  at  last  going  down,  as  it  were,  in 
a  cage.  Did  she  die  cursing  him  for  his 
treachery  in  leaving  her  ?  Had  she  called 
him  perjured  with  her  last  breath  ?     What 

20 — 2 


20  THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

a  fool  he  had  been  to  plan  and  anticipate 
with  such  blind  certainty !     Could  he  not 
have  remembered    the    uncertainty  of  all 
things  ?     Had  he  never  read  of  the  man 
in  the  parable,  who  had  widened  his  barns 
and   increased   his  treasures,  and   boasted 
of  his  coming  years  of  ease  and  pleasure  ? 
Why  should  he  expect  to  be  exempt  from 
the  common  lot — ruin  and  disappointment  ? 
Hope  came  no  longer  at  his  call ;  prayer 
refused  to  pass  his  lips  ;  his  soul  could  find 
no  gleam  of  light  in  the  grievous  darkness. 
When  he  presented  himself  at  the  club  in 
the    morning,   the    servants   said    amongst 
themselves  he  had  been  having  a  night  of 
it ;    but  when  they  learnt  what  had  hap- 
pened, they  anticipated  his  every  want,  to 
show  their  sympathy. 

He  went  again  to  the  office,  to  find 
again  another  patient  throng  ;  but  he  could 
not  stay  amongst  them — there  was  nothing 
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to  be  learnt,  and  the  clerks  were  beginning 
to  show  they  were  tired  of  the  matter.  So 
he  went  back  to  the  club  to  look  over  the 
papers,  and  there  he  found  waiting  to 
receive  him  the  Vicar  of  Bestminster. 

'  This  is  good  of  you,'  said  Charley,  and 
his  haggard  face  smiled  a  welcome  ;  '  how 
did  you  know  ?' 

When  Ambrose  read  what  had  happened 
in  the  evening  paper,  he  had  gone  im- 
mediately to  his  brother-in-law  for  advice. 

'  One  of  us  must  go  to  him  by  the  early 
train,'  he  had  said.  '  Shall  it  be  you  or 
I  ?  To-morrow's  quarter  sessions  ;  but, 
still,  the  lad  can't  be  left  alone  till  we  know 
more.' 

The  Vicar  needed  no  inducement.  He 
thought  of  the  awful  stop  to  the  young 
man's  fond  hopes  and  plans,  of  the  little 
home  prepared  with  so  much  care  and 
pride,   of  the   bright  smile  of  anticipation 


THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 


on  the  young  fellow's  face  as  the  train 
bore  him  away,  as  he  believed,  to  happi- 
ness. And  as  the  Vicar  journeyed  on- 
wards, he  tried  to  put  together  some  words 
of  comfort  with  which  to  greet  the  stricken 
one.  His  profession  taught  him  where 
the  best  comfort  was  to  be  found,  and  in 
his  own  sorrows,  in  his  own  family,  at  many 
a  death-bed,  and  in  many  a  dark  trouble 
amongst  his  parishioners,  that  comfort  had 
never  failed.  His  heart  rose  up  in  prayer 
as  he  travelled  across  London,  and  as  he 
waited  in  the  club-room  ;  but  when  Charley 
appeared  with  his  wan  smile  and  broken 
voice — so  changed  from  the  gay  young 
man  with  his  fearless  bearing— he  could  at 
first  say  nothing  whatever,  only  return  the 
pressure  of  his  hand  and  stumble  through 
the  ordinary  salutations. 

Later  on,  when  alone  together,  and  they 
had  gone  through  all  the  probabilities  and 
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possibilities  of  the  situation,  the  Vicar 
thought  it  best  to  try  to  make  him  trust 
and  submit  ;  but  Charley's  mood  suddenly 
changed,  and  he  stopped  him  fiercely. 

'  Oh,  shut  up  preaching !'  he  cried ; 
'  there  is  no  mercy  here  :  it  is  desperate, 
desperate  cruelty  !  I  know  I  have  sinned ! 
I  have  brought  all  this  on  myself,  perhaps  ; 
but  she — what  has  she  done  ?' 

For  a  moment  this  sudden  outburst  of 
poor  human  agony  silenced  the  other ; 
then  he  said,  very  slowly  and  tenderly  : 

'And  what  had  our  Saviour  done  to 
suffer  as  He  suffered  ?' 

Charley  lifted  his  angry  face  and  glared 
at  him  for  a  moment  defiantly,  then  he  let 
his  head  fall  on  his  arms  spread  out  on  the 
table  before  him,  and  broke  into  an  agony 
of  weeping. 

The  poet  says  we  must  suffer  to  be 
strong,   and    the    suffering    of   those    days 
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and  nights  certainly  strengthened  Captain 
Scott  to  bear  the  prolonged  anxiety  ;  for 
he  would  not  give  up  hope,  even  though 
those  who  knew  best  had  quite  given  the 
missing  ship  over  as  lost. 

'  Can  you  stay  with  me  a  few  days  ?'  he 
asked  the  Vicar,  the  morning  after  his 
outbreak,  adding  with  a  shamefacedness 
that  bound  the  Vicar  still  closer  to  him  : 
^  I  can't  leave  town  till  we  know  some- 
thing more,  and  it  is  such  a  comfort  to 
have  you.  I  have  been  thinking  of  two 
good  things :  you  being  here  now,  and 
Mortimer  having  been  with  her  there.' 

'  I'm  going  to  take  a  regular  holiday,' 
was  the  reply.  '  I've  got  a  college  friend 
to  take  the  work  at  home.  Ann  has 
charge  of  the  boys,  and  the  parish  will 
get  a  treat  of  new  sermons.  I  haven't 
had  a  holiday  for  two  years,  so  I've  a  right 
to  one  now.' 
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Charley  brightened  up,  till  another 
paragraph  appeared  in  the  papers,  stating 
that  a  boat  marked  Elephanta  had  run 
ashore  on  the  Arabian  coast,  containing 
two  men,  one  alive,  the  other  dead ;  the 
living  man,  who  was  still  unable  to  relate 
his  adventures,  was  being  brought  to 
England  by  the  P.  and  O.  steamer 
Kangaroo.  This  renewed  all  his  restless- 
ness, and  kept  him  in  a  constant  state 
of  anxiety  till  it  was  time  to  go  and  meet 
the  steamer. 

By  bribing  heavily,  Captain  Scott 
managed  to  interview  the  survivor  before 
he  was  visited  by  the  reporters.  He 
went  on  board  alone,  and  was  there  so 
long  that  the  Vicar  began  to  fear  he  had 
been  taken  ill  ;  but  he  reappeared  at  last 
and  then  his  stunned  look  was  worse  to 
witness  than  stormy  grief  would  have  been. 
Mr.  Chard  asked  no  questions  as  Charley 
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Stumbled  on  to  the  quay,  but,  giving  him 
his  arm,  set  off  straight  ahead — which 
happened  to  be  towards  the  country — till 
Charley  said  : 

*  Are  you  game  for  a  long  stretch  ?' 

'  All  right,'  said  the  Vicar. 

And  they  swung  along  together  in 
perfect  silence,  till  at  last  Mr.  Chard  was 
utterly  wearied  out.  He  glanced  at  his 
companion,  and  saw  a  white  face  and 
blank  eyes  looking  straight  before  him — so 
he  bore  the  fatigue  a  little  longer.  Then 
Charley  seemed  to  come  back  out  of  some 
dream,  for  he  turned  suddenly  and  said  : 

'  Are  you  tired,  Chard  .'*  I  say,  you  do 
look  done  up  !  What  a  selfish  wretch  I 
am  !  Come  back  ;  you  must  want  dinner.' 
Presently  he  added  :  'It's  all  over  now ; 
there's  no  more  doubt  about  it  —  that 
fellow  saw  it  all.  I  shall  go  back  to  duty 
and  work  it  off.' 
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He  said  no  more  till  they  were  parting 
for  the  night,  when,  as  if  following  up  the 
story  he  had  heard,  he  added  : 

'  They  suffered  terribly  before  they  took 
to  the  boats  ;  it  is  almost  a  comfort  to 
know  death  was  close  at  hand  in  that 
raging  sea.' 

Great  capital  was  made  by  the  papers 
out  of  the  '  Authentic  Account  of  the  Loss 
of  the  s.s.  Elephanta,  by  the  Only  Survivor.' 
It  was  unhappily  a  not  uncommon  ex- 
perience, but  the  survivor  told  it  with  a 
simplicity  that  carried  conviction  and  made 
it  unusually  pathetic.  After  relating  how 
the  dismantled  vessel  was  carried  out  of 
its  course  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and 
sea,  and  the  terrible  days  and  nights  of 
dread  passed  in  the  saloon,  he  showed  how 
the  boats  were  got  ready  and  the  passengers 
collected  and  embarked  ;  how  he  had  been 
told  off  to  help  the  women  over  ;  how  one 


28  THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

lady,  Mrs.  Scott,  had  shrunk  back  from 
the  jump  till  her  eyes  were  bandaged, 
and  then  she  went  at  once.  How  another, 
Mrs.  Barlow,  had  leaped  down  with  her 
little  boy  in  her  arms,  refusing  to  be  parted 
from  him  for  a  moment,  though  she  almost 
fell  into  the  water  in  her  fear ;  he  believed 
that  boat  capsized  almost  before  it  left  the 
ship's  side,  for  there  was  no  sign  of  it 
when  it  was  his  turn  to  start  with  another 
boatful.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
after  the  boats  were  all  off,  the  steamer 
settled  down ;  it  was  even  with  the  sea 
when  the  last  boat  got  away.  The  Captain 
was  in  the  last  boat,  and  it  was  sucked 
down  with  the  steamer  ;  the  survivor  saw 
it  go  as  his  boat  was  hurled  atop  of  a 
high  wave.  Out  of  the  twelve  in  his  boat, 
six  were  washed  overboard,  two  died  next 
day,  and  two  flung  themselves  overboard, 
mad  with  terror. 
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Leading  articles  in  the  newspapers 
enlarged  on  this  brief  narrative,  making 
the  most  of  the  heart-rending  details.  Of 
the  military  men  there  were  notices  of  their 
services,  and  in  the  illustrated  papers 
caricature  portraits,  as  usual.  It  was  a 
nine  days'  sensation,  and  then  something 
newer  took  its  place,  and  It  was  forgotten 
by  all,  save  the  very  few. 

When  the  loss  of  ship  and  passengers 
was  proved  beyond  doubt,  Ambrose  went 
up  to  town  to  see  his  brother ;  he  had 
often  before  volunteered  a  visit,  but  Charley 
had  declared  he  was  all  right,  for  he  dreaded 
his  elder  brother's  condolences  ;  but  now 
Ambrose  decided  it  was  proper  such  a 
visit  should  be  paid,  and,  wearing  a  sable 
suit  lit  for  a  funeral,  he  one  morning 
appeared  at  the  club. 

Charley  started  at  the  mourning  clothes, 
and  then  looked  at  his  own  gray  tweeds, 
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for  he  had  not  yet  made  up  his  mind  to 
show  any  outward  sign  of  having  given 
Janie  up  as  dead,  though  he  had  declared 
to  the  Vicar  all  hope  was  over. 

Ambrose  was  greatly  shocked. 

'  Why,  Charles,'  he  said,  '  surely  you 
mean  to  change  your  dress  Y 

'  What  does  it  signify  ?  there's  time 
enough  ;  we  can't  be  quite  sure  yet/  said 
the  young  man. 

*  Just  one  black  suit,'  Ambrose  expostu- 
lated. '  You  see,  people  talk  so,  Charles, 
if  we  don't  show  outward  respect  to  our 
dead.' 

Charley  winced. 

'  Of  course  it's  a  foolish  custom,'  his 
brother  continued ;  '  but  it  is  a  custom, 
and  it's  not  for  me  and  you  to  run  counter 
to  it.' 

'  You  are  right,  no  doubt,'  Charley  said  ; 
*  and,  after  all,  a  black  coat  can't  alter  what 
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is.  Come  along,  I'll  o-et  a  tie  and  a  hat- 
band, but  nothing  more  just  yet.  If  I 
had  gone  first,  she  wouldn't  have  made 
a  figure-head  of  herself  for  me,  for  I  made 
her  promise  not  to.' 

'  She  7nust  have  done  it,  Charles,' 
Ambrose  cried,  almost  angrily.  '  Why,  I 
wouldn't  have  asked  her  to  Bestminster 
if  she  hadn't.  She'd  have  been  the  talk 
of  the  place !' 

A  grim  smile  stole  over  Charley's  thin 
face,  and  his  brother  went  home  comforted 
concerning  him.  Ann  and  Mary  and  the 
girls  met  him  at  the  little  station.  Best- 
minster folk  were  always  glad  of  an  excuse 
'  to  meet  the  train.'  It  served  to  link  them 
to  more  go-ahead  places. 

'  He's  getting  over  it,'  he  told  them 
cheerfully ;  *  but  I  couldn't  persuade  him 
to  return  with  me.  He's  bent  upon  being  on 
the  spot  in  case  further  news  should  come.' 
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'  I  suppose  that's  not  likely  ?'  Mary- 
asked. 

*  Not  till  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead,'  was 
the  answer. 

As  he  gave  it  he  noticed  Mary's  altered 
appearance — her  shrunken  features  and 
pallid  complexion. 

'  Have  you  been  ill  ?'  he  asked. 

The  colour  flushed  up  with  sudden, 
painful  force.  Everyone  was  observing 
her.  She  was  confused  and  silent.  Ann 
came  to  her  rescue. 

'  Dear  me  !'  she  cried ;  '  you've  quite 
startled  her.  You  are  not  ill,  are  you, 
Mary  ?  but  of  course  she  has  shared  our 
grief.' 

Ambrose  was  satisfied.  It  seemed  to 
him  very  right  and  friendly  for  her  to 
suffer  with  them ;  but  Ann  and  Jane  spoke 
together  afterwards  about  Mary's  changed 
looks. 
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•  There,  you  see,  Ann,  papa  noticed  it. 
/  said,  don't  you  remember,  "  She  looks  ill 
—dreadfully  ill,"  and  you  said  ''  No."  ' 

'Well,'  the  other  sister  replied,  'she 
isn't  lively,  that's  true ;  but  who  can  be 
lively  now,  when  it's  always  raining,  and 
papa  making  us  wear  this'  hideous  black 
for  poor  Aunt  Janie  ?  I'm  sure  /  feel  ill 
when  I  see  him  dressed  for  church.' 

A  giggle  completed  the  sentence.  When 
Uncle  Will  returned,  he,  too,  observed  Miss 
Latimer  with  solicitude,  but  he  made  no 
inquiries  of  her,  only  of  his  nieces. 

'  What  have  you  been  doing  to  your 
friend  }'  he  asked;  'making  her  walk  too  fari^' 

'  Now,  uncle,  so  you  see  how  ill  she 
looks.  So  did  father,  and  so  do  I  ;  but, 
then,  we  are  all  moped  to  death,  you  know, 
over  poor  Aunt  Janie  !' 

'  You  don't  look  it,'  Uncle  Will  said, 
pinching  her  fat  rosy  cheek. 

VOL.  II.  21 
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*  But  she  does  walk  too  far,'  said  Ann. 

*  And  eats  nothing/  said  Jane. 

*  She  walks  miles  and  miles  with  only- 
Snap,'  added  one. 

'  And  doesn't  seem  to  want  us  to  go  with 
her/  said  the  other. 

*  Then  she  must  be  in  a  bad  way,'  laughed 
Uncle  Will. 

But  though  he  spoke  merrily,  his  thoughts 
were  heavy,  and  coloured  whatever  Miss 
Latimer  said  on  the  subject  of  Captain 
Scott's  loss. 

*  Is  he  never  coming  back  to  the  cottage  T 
she  asked,  meeting  the  Vicar  one  day  out 
on  the  heath.  *  What  is  he  going  to  do 
with  all  the  things  ?' 

*  He  has  no  plans.  He  lives  on  from 
day  to  day,  hoping  against  hope.' 

'  There  can  be  no  hope  ?'  she  said,  her 
eyes  brightening  strangely. 

'  Oh  no,  none,'  he  replied  ;  '  but  he  can't 
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realize  it  all  yet.  He  must  have  time  to 
get  accustomed  to  the  outlook.' 

'  Yes,'  she  said  ;  '  and  time  goes  so 
slowly.' 

She  was  looking  past  him  as  she 
spoke,  and  the  dejection  of  her  tone 
shocked  him. 

*  Time  is  generally  said  to  fly,'  he 
observed. 

'  When  one  is  happy  only,'  she  replied. 

They  were  standing  in  a  sandy  track — 
a  solitary  uphill  track,  leading  amongst  the 
scattered  hamlets  on  the  heath  ;  gorse  and 
bramble-bushes  grew  amongst  the  heather 
and  ling,  and  little  stacks  of  peat  were 
clustered  together  here  and  there,  stripped 
from  the  deep-chocolate  soil.  Her  sad  eyes 
travelled  over  the  unenlivening  scene,  and 
grew  sadder.  She  did  not  seem  to  care  to 
veil  them  from  her  companion,  and  he  noted 
them,  and,  willing  to  preach  a  little  sermon 

21 — 2 


36  THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

for  his  own  benefit  as  well   as   for  hers, 
he  said  : 

*  Well,  joy  and  sorrow  go  hand-in-hand 
in  this  life.  We  must  experience  both. 
Scott  is  young  and  a  Christian  ;  his  work 
and  his  duty  will  bring  him  comfort.' 

'  Oh  yes,'  she  exclaimed.  '  Men  die, 
and  worms  eat  them,  but  not  for  love  !' 

She  nodded  and  passed  quickly  on  ;  but 
he  had  time  to  see  her  eyes  were  full  of 
tears,  and  the  lines  which  deepened  as  her 
smile  faded  were  lines  of  suffering. 

The  Vicar  shook  his  head  as  he  pursued 
his  way.  He  thought  he  understood  it  all 
thoroughly. 

*  It  may  come  round/  he  said  to  himself. 
'  He's  too  young  to  despair  of  happiness, 
and  he's  very  fond  of  her.  Liking  is  a 
long  way  towards  love.  I  don't  see  why 
she  need  be  so  miserable  ;  she  can't  expect 
him  to  go  courting  just  yet.'     He  sighed 
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as  he  walked  briskly  on.  'How  fortunate 
some  men  are  !'  he  thought ;  '  more  love 
comes  than  they  care  to  possess.'  Then 
he  smiled,  picturing  his  sister's  disappoint- 
ment, for  he  was  by  no  means  ignorant  of 
her  innocent  wiles  and  hints.  '  Poor  Ann  ' 
was  doomed  to  disappointment. 

Captain  Scott  lingered  on  in  town.  The 
Cartwrights  were  to  sail  for  India  in 
November,  and  he  had  become  attached 
to  them  both.  Mrs.  Cartwright  was  a 
comfortable,  matter-of-fact,  practical  girl, 
who  never  said  anything  likely  to  stir  up  a 
sad  memory.  He  always  felt  matter-of- 
fact  and  practical  with  her,  therefore  safe. 
The  events  of  the  hour  provided  her  with 
conversation,  and  what  she  did  not  actually 
see  she  did  not  romance  about. 

Charley  was  amused  in  meditating  on 
her  smooth,  contented  way ;  her  sensible, 
practical  aims  ;  her  interest  in  the  smallest 


38  THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

detail  of  domestic  economy.  It  might  be 
a  little  wearisome  and  monotonous,  he 
considered,  to  be  shut  up  with  her  for  the 
rainy  season ;  but  be  sure  the  bungalow 
would  be  cosiness  itself. 

Cartwright  was  a  happy  man  with  such 
a  nice  little  housekeeper  ;  he  would  grow 
fatter  and  sleeker,  and  more  and  more 
positive,  and  no  breath  of  scandal  would 
ever  disturb  their  respectable  lives.  And 
then  Charley  yawned,  but  he  never 
guessed  how  the  contemplation  of  this 
solid,  sensible  couple  helped  him  out  of 
his  despair.  He  used  to  laugh  at  their 
wonderful  preparations — the  frying-pans 
and  saucepans  of  the  latest  invention, 
fitting  one  within  the  other  ;  the  canteen, 
so  spick  and  span  it  seemed  wicked  to  think 
of  using  it  :  and  the  tin-boxes,  insect  and 
weather  proof — without  knowing  how  the 
laughter  loosened  the  strain  on  his  mind. 
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That  grandest  of  all  their  possessions,  the 
multum  in  parvo  wardrobe,  or  almirah,  as 
they  called  it,  which  was  convertible  also 
into  a  dining-table,  a  sideboard,  a  bedstead 
— in  fact,  into  anything  and  everything  short 
of  a  grand  piano — made  him  almost  lively, 
and  Mrs.  Cartwright  was  inclined  to  resent 
his  remark  about  its  being  altogether  a 
failure,  as  it  could  only  be  one  of  these 
articles  at  a  time. 

When  they  had  sailed  he  missed  them 
dreadfully,  and  began  to  wish  to  get  away 
from  the  damp  fogs.  Then  he  thought  of 
the  cottage  under  the  fir-trees,  the  pretty 
house  silent  and  deserted,  the  kindly 
friends  who  had  mourned  for  him,  and  he 
began  to  wonder  whether  he  could  bear  to 
go  back  to  them. 

The  Vicar  caught  at  the  faint  stirring 
towards  home  in  his  friend's  letters,  and 
urged  him   to  make  the  trial  ;  but  it  was 
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late  in  November  before  he  made  up  his 
mind,  and  when  he  decided  to  go  he  asked 
Mr.  Chard  not  to  mention  his  intention  ;  he 
shrank  from  being  met  and  mourned  over 
in  pubHc. 

*  Don't  come  and  see  me  for  a  day  or 
two,'  he  added.  '  You  won't  misunderstand 
me,  I  know.  I  shall  shake  down  better 
alone.' 

He  had,  in  fact,  got  into  that  second 
stage  of  sorrow  when  one  begins  to  hug  it 
secretly,  while  in  the  first  overwhelming 
shock  one  is  careless  though  all  the  world 
looks  on.  It  was  to  him  now  too  sacred  to 
be  shared,  and  he  shrank  from  every  ex- 
pression of  sympathy  ;  the  idea  of  being 
met  and  stared  at,  and  of  being  watched 
and  criticised  as  he  w^ent  through  the  town, 
was  repugnant  to  him  ;  and  at  last  he  took 
his  homeward  way  a  day  before  he  was 
expected,  and  instead  of  alighting  at  Best- 
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minster  he  went  round  to  Normington, 
whence  it  was  a  longish  walk  to  his  cottage, 
but  where  at  least  he  would  be  unnoticed. 

So  he  hoped  ;  but  as  he  got  out  of  the 
train  he  ran  up  against  Mr.  Chlvers  and 
Lord  Normington,  and  there  was  no  escap- 
ing them.  They  were  in  pink,  on  their 
way  to  the  meet,  and  their  hunters  were 
waiting  for  them  just  outside  the  station. 

'  Hullo,  Captain  Scott !'  ]\Ir.  Chivers 
cried,  quite  forgetting  for  the  moment 
what  had  happened  since  they  met  last. 
'  Here  you  are — ^just  in  time  to  join  us.' 
Then,  with  sudden  recollection  and  a 
nervous  cough,  he  added  :  '  That  is  to  say, 
of  course,  by-and-by,  you  know.' 

Charley  was  almost  amused.  He  offered 
no  explanation  of  his  visit.  Lord  Nor- 
mington looked  up  at  him,  and  quickly 
noted  the  subtle  difference  trouble  had 
wrought  in  the  handsome  young  face.     All 
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he  said,  as  he  grasped  his  hand  warmly, 
was  : 

*  Very  glad  to  see  you  again.  May  I 
look  you  up  soon  ?' 

The  hounds  and  huntsmen  were  just 
withoutthe  white-paled  platform,  surrounded 
by  a  crowd  of  gaping  countryfolk  ;  and  a 
dozen  or  so  mounted  farmers  were  waiting 
for  the  two  great  men.  It  was  a  cheerful 
bustle,  a  gay  picture  which  would  under 
other  circumstances  have  mightily  pleased 
the  young  man ;  and  as  it  was  his  pulses 
quickened  as  he  noted  the  well-groomed, 
well-bred  horses,  the  hounds  and  the  smart 
huntsmen ;  the  sound  of  creaking  saddle, 
jingling  spur,  cracking  whip,  and  call  to 
one  or  other  of  the  hounds,  made  music  to 
his  sympathetic  ear.  He  stepped  out  on 
his  long  walk  already  heartened  and  in- 
vigorated. 

What  a  change  from  the  dark,  greasy 
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Streets  and  heavy  atmosphere  of  London 
was  this  fresh  sweet  air  full  of  sweet  country 
sounds  and  smells  !  As  he  got  further  into 
the  heath,  life  seemed  once  more  a  pleasant 
thing,  so  wholesome  was  the  pine-scented 
air,  so  comforting  the  peaceful  solitude. 
Yet  it  was  a  dull,  dark  November  day. 
Gray  clouds  in  unbroken  monotony  hid 
the  sky ;  the  bramble-bushes,  the  bracken, 
the  ferns  and  the  ling  drooped  sere,  yellow, 
and  dripping  with  moisture  ;  the  groups  of 
fir-trees  were  gemmed  with  raindrops  and 
creaked  together  in  that  melancholy  way 
peculiar  to  pine-trees  only ;  there  was  no 
glad  loud  singing  and  whistling  of  birds, 
but  instead,  the  sea-birds'  scream,  and  now 
and  again  in  the  distance  the  sad  low 
moan  of  some  mother  cow  for  her  absent 
calf.  The  sandy  tracks  gave  back  no 
rumble  as  the  few  and  far  between  carts 
passed  along  them.     The  occasional  break 
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of  land  under  cultivation  lay  in  the  unpic- 
turesqueness  of  turnip  crops  or  mere  stubble; 
the  land  was  mostly  at  rest  after  the  year's 
harvest. 

Notwithstanding  the  absence  of  life  and 
colour,  he  enjoyed  it  all  inexpressibly.  He 
had  dreaded  this  return  ;  but  now  that  he 
was  back,  he  felt  only  satisfaction,  not 
renewed  trial.  A  song  came  to  his  lips  as 
he  strode  along  ;  he  hushed  it  as  it  arose, 
with  a  pang  of  reproach,  but  by-and-by  it 
came  again  and  he  gave  it  voice.  Then  a 
rabbit  started  up  at  his  feet,  and  in  an 
instant  he  was  up  in  full  pursuit,  hurling 
his  stick  amongst  the  bushes  and  eagerly 
searching  for  its  hiding-place.  He  shook 
his  head  when  he  stopped  to  take  breath, 
and  wondered  at  himself;  but  when,  after 
two  hours'  hard  walking,  his  cottage  lay 
before  him,  his  only  thought  was — would 
there  be  anything  to  eat  ? 
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Smoke  was  rising  from  the  chimneys  ; 
the  windows  were  open ;  there  was  the 
sound  of  a  spade  at  work  behind.  He 
went  up  the  little  drive,  noted  the  neat- 
ness of  its  turfed  borders,  the  abundant 
promise  of  bloom  on  the  rhododendrons, 
and  o^ainino:  the  entrance-hall  without  beine 
seen,  he  passed  through  it  into  the 
drawing-room. 

A  lady  was  seated  there — her  back  to 
the  door.  She  had  the  photograph  album 
open  on  her  knee.  For  an  instant  he 
gazed  with  eager  expectancy.  Had  the 
impossible  happened  ?  Was  she  there  to 
welcome  him  .^  The  sound  of  his  entrance 
disturbed  her.  She  turned,  and  he  dis- 
covered Mary  Latimer  ;  her  face,  tear- 
stained  and  agitated,  became  deadly  white 
as  she  saw  him,  while  he,  scared  by  his 
own  misleading  fancy,  stood  silently  re- 
garding her. 
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In  another  Instant  Mary  had  risen,  and 
with  some  degree  of  restored  composure 
bade  him  welcome. 

'  We  were  told  you  would  not  be  here 
till  to-morrow.  The  girls  and  I  came  to 
see  things  were  ready,'  she  said.  *  I  will 
call  them.' 

The  commonplace  greeting  put  him  at 
his  ease.  After  all,  it  was  nice  to  have 
someone  to  meet  him,  and  together  they 
went  into  the  kitchen,  where  Ann  and 
Jane  were  enjoying  the  warmth  of  a  huge 
fire  and  a  little  gossip  with  the  woman  in 
charge.  The  girls  flushed  up  and  hung  back 
when  their  uncle  came  in.  Uncle  Charles 
as  a  forlorn  widower  was  very  different 
to  the  mischievous  Uncle  Charley  of  the 
picnic  days  of  the  past  summer.  Indeed, 
both  girls  thought  It  was  due  to  him  to  be 
greeted  with  tears,  or,  at  the  least,  with 
very  long  faces.      But  here  he  was,  looking 
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very  much  as  usual — not  half  so  lugubrious 
as  their  father  in  his  churchgoing  suit.  It 
was  a  great  relief  to  hear  he  was  hungry, 
for  in  the  bustle  of  getting  him  something 
to  eat  the  awkwardness  of  the  meeting  was 
avoided. 

When  the  meal  was  ready,  the  visitors 
would  have  left  him,  but  he  asked  Mary  to 
have  tea  at  one  end  of  the  table  while  he 
dined  at  the  other.  The  girls  went  through 
the  form  of  drinking  tea,  too,  but  took 
themselves  off  to  the  kitchen  as  soon  as 
they  could,  under  pretence  of  helping  old 
Sarah. 

Then  Charley,  looking  across  to  the 
place  where  he  had  so  often  pictured  Janie 
would  sit  on  their  first  home-coming  to- 
gether, and  seeing  Mary  troubled  by  his 
trouble,  once  more  ready  to  help  and  cheer 
him,  he  said  earnestly  : 

'  You  have  always  been  good  to  me.     I 
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can  never  thank  you  enough  for  all  your 
goodness.' 

Tears  sprang  to  her  eyes  as  she  said 
simply  : 

'  We  are  all  so  sorry  for  you  !  But  is 
there  no  hope  ? — no  possible  chance  yet  ?' 

Ke  left  his  chair,  and  stood  over  the  fire, 
v^^ith  his  face  turned  from  her,  for  her  tears 
unnerved  him,  as  he  replied  : 

*  Sometimes  I  think  there  is  ;  but  reason 
tells  me  there  is  none— there  can't  be  any.' 

There  was  silence  for  a  time  ;  then  she 
added,  and  her  voice  was  very  low  : 

'  You  knew  some  of  your  wife's  fellow- 
passengers  ?' 

*  Yes  ;  I  knew  two  of  the  men.  And 
there  was  a  Mrs.  Smith — I  knew  her  by 
name.' 

'  The  men's  portraits  were  in  the 
Graphic'  —  her  voice  was  fainter — 'a 
Colonel  Shepherd,  and  a  Major ' 
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*  Mortimer,'  Charley  said,  as  she  hesi- 
tated. '  Yes,  Shepherd  was  an  old  friend 
of  Janie's  parents  ;  and  Mortimer  we  saw 
up  at  Naini  Tal — he  was  my  best  man, 
you  know.' 

'  No  ;  was  he  really  ?  How  odd  !'  Her 
face  was  red  and  eager,  as  she  explained 
hurriedly:  *  I  believe — at  least,  I  am  sure — 
I  once  knew  him  in  London,  years  ago — 
it  must  be  the  same  ;  but  that  Graphic 
likeness  was  a  caricature  !' 

Charley  observed  nothing ;  he  went  on 
with  his  own  affairs. 

'  I  am  so  thankful  he  was  with  Janie  !' 
he  said.  *  She  liked  him  ;  he  was  such  a 
good  fellow !'  And  he  told  her  of  his 
running  off  to  Government  House  for 
milk,  adding  :  '  I  have  a  capital  photograph 
of  him  somewhere.  I'll  find  it  for  you 
some  day.     Poor  Mortimer  !  poor  fellow  !' 

Mary  began  to  sob  ;  she  did  her  best  to 
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keep  quiet.  She  motioned  him  away  when 
he  turned  to  her  ;  but  she  could  not 
control  herself.  He  was  surprised  and 
shocked. 

*  Mary  dear,'  he  said,  '  it  is  horribly 
selfish  of  me  to  distress  you  so  !' 

She  forced  herself  to  choke  back  her 
sobs,  and  in  a  short  time  was  able  to  speak 
again. 

'  You  saw  that  man  —  the  man  who 
survived  it  all,' she  said;  'were  you  quite 
satisfied  he  told  you  nothing  but  facts — 
that  he  actually  saw  it  all  ?' 

He  shuddered  at  the  recollection  of  that 
interview,  as  he  answered  : 

'  Oh  iyes  ;  when  I  think  of  his  words,  I 
know  there  is  not  the  slightest  hope — not 
the  slightest.' 

She  looked  at  him,  longing  to  ask  what 
the  man  had  said  ;  but  she  felt  she  had 
no  right  to  harrow  his  feelings  to  gratify 
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her  own.  For  a  moment  another  desire 
possessed  her  :  to  say  something  to  him 
to  reHeve  the  burthen  of  her  own  personal 
trial ;  but  a  glance  at  his  gloomy  face — the 
selfish  lack  of  discernment  of  aught  ailing 
anyone  but  himself  that  possesses  most 
mourners  in  the  early  stage  of  a  crushing 
sorrow,  was  evident  enough  just  then  in  the 
young  man's  downcast  attitude — deterred 
her  confidence.  She  had  served  a  lone 
apprenticeship  to  self-repression  in  her 
attendance  on  her  invalid  mother  ;  it  was 
no  new  thing  to  her  to  keep  self  in  the 
background,  so  she  dismissed  the  wish. 

Captain  Scott  took  his  visitors  as  far  as 
the  outskirts  of  the  town,  but  resisted  all 
entreaties  to  go  further. 

'Tell  your  father  and  mother,'  he  said 
to  the  girls,  '  I  shall  come  to-morrow.' 

As  he  went  back  in  the  gloaming,  he 
thought  of  Mary's  tears  and  agitation,  and 
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.  upbraided  himself  with  never  having 
credited  her  with  such  deep  feeling.  He 
had  always  thought  of  her  as  a  jolly  com- 
panion, but  had  never  considered  her  devo- 
tion and  unselfishness,  her  restricted  life, 
her  goodness  to  her  ever  -  complaining 
mother,  sufficiently.  She  had  been  as  a 
good  angel  to  him  as  long  as  he  could 
remember,  and  he  smiled  as  he  thought 
of  his  boyish  adoration  for  her,  and  of  a 
certain  caricature  of  himself  drawn  by  a 
jealous  schoolfellow — open-mouthed,  goose- 
berry-eyed— absorbed  in  the  contemplation 
of  her  shadow.  Did  not  all  the  half-grown 
boys  worship  her  in  those  days,  and  blush 
and  stammer  incoherencies  when  by  chance 
they  came  in  contact  with  her  ? 

She  was  a  dear  good  creature,  he  told 
himself ;  and  he  must  try  and  not  let  the 
great  trouble  that  had  fallen  on  him  over- 
shadow her. 
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Engrossed  in  his  own  sorrow,  he  could 
not  see  beyond  it. 

When  he  got  back  to  the  cottage,  and 
sat  down  in  the  drawing-room,  and  looked 
round  at  the  pretty  things  he  had  so  hope- 
fully collected,  it  was  as  though  he  sat 
amongst  the  ruins  of  a  bygone  age  ;  and 
although  Janie  had  seen  none  of  them, 
they  were  to  him  as  sacred  relics  of  her  : 
the  locked  piano,  the  untouched  music, 
represented  the  harmonies  of  his  married 
life  put  away  for  ever.  The  work-table, 
the  writing-desk,  the  books  and  pictures 
were  mockeries — shortsighted  preparations 
for  a  life  that  had  ceased  to  exist  before 
they  were  arranged.  He  noticed  a  little 
handkerchief  lying  where  Mary  had  sat 
when  he  had  surprised  her,  and,  picking  it 
up,  found  it  wet — her  tender  heart  had 
wept  for  his  woes.  He  put  it  reverendy 
aside,    and    his    eyes    fell    on    the    photo- 
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graph  album  :  it  was  open  on  the  page 
where,  among  other  Indian  friends,  was 
Major  Mortimer's  photograph  ;  it,  too,  was 
wet  with  Mary's  tears.  Then,  Hke  a  flash 
of  Hght,  something  of  the  truth  struck  him. 
Had  those  tears  been  all  for  him — Charley 
—  or  were  they  the  overflow  of  a  sore  heart 
weeping  for  its  own  personal  suffering  ? 
He  sent  his  memory  back  to  try  to  re- 
member any  love  passage  in  her  life  un- 
connected with  local  lovers ;  he  tried  to 
think  whether  Mortimer  had  ever  in  any 
way  alluded  to  a  knowledge  of  the 
Latimers — but  in  vain. 

Mortimer  had  been  in  India  without 
going  home  for  at  least  seven  or  eight 
years.  He  was  baffled,  and  yet  that  very 
evening  she  had  said  something  of  having 
met  Mortimer  'years  ago.'  He  took  the 
photograph  from  the  book,  and  resolved 
to  give  it  to  her  next  time  they  met,  and 
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see  how  she  took  it.  Poor  Mary !  if  she 
had  lost  a  lover,  she  was  bearing  her  loss 
more  bravely  than  he  was  bearing  his,  he 
thought. 

•  She  is  braver  than  I  am/  he  said  some- 
what bitterly. 

What  a  long  evening  that  was  !  When 
he  went  out  with  his  pipe  to  pace  round 
and  round  the  little  lawn,  he  was  oppressed 
by  the  intense  stillness.  The  night  was 
thick  with  fog  beating  up  from  the  sea. 
There  was  no  wind,  but  every  now  and 
then  the  air  was  stirred  by  the  distant 
vibration  of  the  sea  beating  upon  the 
shore — a  ghostly  echo  dulled  into  a  strange 
uncanny  murmur.  Sometimes  the  mist 
resolved  itself  into  shape,  and  shrouded 
forms  seemed  to  float  noiselessly  before 
him.  Then  the  pines  shook  themselves, 
though  no  current  of  air  was  evident,  and 
the  dull  thud  of  a  falling  cone  startled  him. 
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Another  sound  was  heard  presently — the 
click  of  the  entrance-gate — and  hearing  it, 
he  walked  forw^ard  to  meet  the  intruder. 
He  was  amazed  to  find  it  was  his  sister- 
in-law,  on  foot,  alone,  in  this  dark  solitary 
country. 

*  Ann  !'  he  exclaimed,  as  she  passed  into 
the  light  streaming  from  the  open  door ; 
'  you  alone,  and  at  this  time  of  night !' 

'  I  couldn't  bear  to  think  of  you  here 
by  yourself,'  she  said,  her  voice  trembling 
with  agitation.  'Ambrose  is  at  a  Free- 
masons' banquet,  and  doesn't  know  you've 
come.  I've  come  to  fetch  you  home.  My 
dear  boy,  come  back  with  me.' 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her,  regarding 
her  with  affection  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life. 

*  I  thought  you  were  afraid  of  walking 
alone  in  the  dark,'  he  said.  '  You  kind 
sister  Ann  !' 
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'  I  thought  only  of  you,'  she  repHed. 
*  Charles,  you  must  come  to  us  to-night. 
I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  you  here  by 
yourself.' 

*  I  am  best  alone.  Why  should  I  make 
you  miserable  ?' 

'  The  weather  Is  so  dismal,  too/  she 
continued.  '  If  you  were  strong  it  would 
be  different,  but  you  are  not  well,  and 
there  is  only  old  Sarah  with  you,  and  she 
can't  cook  or  see  after  you  properly.' 

*  I  will  walk  in  to  breakfast.  Didn't 
the  girls  tell  you  what  a  good  dinner  I 
had  r 

'  But  it  is  not  that.  It  is  the  long  silent 
night.  Long  ago,  Charley,  I  lost  someone 
I  liked  very  much — long  before  I  saw  your 
brother — and  I  went  afterwards  to  stay 
where  he  had  lived,  and  I  have  never  for- 
gotten that  first  long  sleepless  night.' 

Charley   took    her    hands    and    pressed 
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them  ;  she  was  trembling  violently  with 
her  desire  to  show  her  sympathy  without 
too  distinctly  revealing  her  dead  past. 
He  understood,  and  was  amazed  to  find 
under  that  usually  uninteresting  exterior 
the  still  smouldering  fire  of  a  mighty 
passion.  How  he  had  misread  her  nature  ! 
It  was  impossible  now  for  him  to  refuse 
her  request,  and  once  more  he  trudged  to 
Bestminster  to  take  possession  of  his  old 
room  again. 

'  You  won't  allude  again  to  what  I  said 
to-night  ?'  she  said  as  they  entered  her 
house.  *  No  one  remembers  all  that  but 
myself.  Ambrose  would  not  like  it 
known.' 

They  sat  up  together  waiting  for 
Ambrose,  and  Ann  was  again  her  monoto- 
nous self,  prim,  colourless,  and  quiescent. 
Ambrose  returned  about  midnight,  decked 
out  in  apron,  rosettes  and  badges ;  he  had 
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drunk  enoucrh  to  make  him  cheerfully 
vainglorious,  and  rallied  his  brother  on 
his  recovered  looks  without  bestowing-  a 
thought  on  the  reason  of  his  appearance. 
He  was  voluble  on  the  events  of  the 
evening,  and  repeated  almost  word  for 
word  the  compliments  paid  to  *  our  re- 
spected town-clerk,'  *  the  worthy  alder- 
man,' '  the  intelligent  trustee,'  *  the  capable 
manager,'  '  the  far-sighted  agent.' — *  That's 
me,'  he  added  jovially. 

*  *'  These  occasions  are  valuable  in  bring- 
ing townsmen  together,"  '  I  said  in  one  of 
my  return  speeches,'  he  continued;  '"the 
name  of  Scott  has  sounded  in  this  very  hall 
for  four  crenerations  —  Qfreat-erandfather, 
grandfather,  father,  son  " — and  here  I  laid 
my  hand  on  my  heart — there  was  immense 
applause,  I  can  tell  you.  We  must  have 
three  copies  of  the  paper,  Ann  ;  I  will 
send  one  to  your  friends  at  Brisbane — that 
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is,  unless  your  brother  wishes  to  send  one 
on  his  own  behalf.' 

He  pulled  his  wife's  ear  jocosely,  re- 
ceiving no  smile  in  return,  and  then  he  told 
her  he  wished  she  had  been  hidden  away, 
like  the  lady  of  old,  in  the  clock-case, 
that  she  might  have  heard  the  fine  things 
said  of  her  husband. 

Much  of  this  self-glorification  was  re- 
newed at  breakfast,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
girls  and  the  servant  in  attendance. 
When  he  heard  of  his  wife's  walk  in  the 
dark,  he  showed  great  surprise. 

'  She  wouldn't  have  done  as  much  for 
me,'  he  said,  laughing,  though  he  was 
evidently  vexed.  '  I  hope  you  didn't  meet 
anyone  you  knew,'  he  added  to  her;  'it 
won't  be  supposed  I  didn't  know  you  were 
out,  and  I  shall  be  blamed  for  allowing 
you  to  go  all  over  the  country  alone  in 
the  dark.' 
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*  I  met  the  crier,'  she  said,  '  but  I  don't 
suppose  he'll  publish  it  without  being  paid 
for  doing  it.' 

The  girls  giggled,  but  their  mother  went 
on  gravely  cracking  her  ^g<g,  and  Ambrose, 
giving  one  sharp  look  at  her  stolid  face, 
thought  it  best  to  smile,  and  say,  with  a 
playful  dig  in  the  ribs  : 

'  Ah,  well,  had  you  been  younger,  it 
would  have  been  worse,  eh  ?' 

When  Mary  Latimer  took  the  photo- 
graph from  Captain  Scott,  she  looked  at  it 
calmly,  and  merely  said  : 

'  Oh  yes,  I  should  recognise  this,'  and 
Charley  was  posed. 

'  You  can  keep  it  if  you  like,'  he  said  ; 
'  I  carry  him  in  my  mind's  eye,  you 
know.' 

She  said,  *  Thank  you,'  and  put  it  in  her 
pocket,  and  he  concluded  there  could  have 
been  nothing  between  them,  especially  as 
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Ann  could  not  or  would  not  give  him  any 
information. 

'  Mary  used  to  stay  with  her  sister  in 
London  before  her  mother  became  so  ill,' 
Ann  said.  '  No  doubt  she  met  many 
people  then  of  whom  Bestminster  knew 
nothing.'  And  after  that  he  thought  no 
more  of  the  matter. 

He  spent  the  days  in  restlessly  passing 
backward  and  forward  to  and  from  the 
cottage,  unable  to  decide  his  next  move- 
ments. He  went  out  shooting  once  or 
twice,  until  the  tameness  of  English  sport 
disgusted  him.  One  day  he  w^ould  settle 
to  sell  his  furniture  and  return  at  once  to 
duty ;  the  next,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  let 
the  cottage  furnished  and  go  off  on  a 
prolonged  Continental  tour.  Sometimes 
he  could  not  think  of  leaving-  the  kind 
friends  who  were  so  anxious  to  soften  his 
trial ;  sometimes  he  sickened  at  the  narrow 
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aims  and  ambitions  and  sameness  of  the 
little  society. 

The  Vicar  never  wearied  in  his  brotherly 
kindness,  and  all  Charley's  better  moods 
were  the  result  of  his  unfailing  forbearance. 
Lord  Normington  spoke  to  Ambrose  one 
magistrates'  day,  drawing  him  aside  in  face 
of  all  the  market,  to  Ambrose's  great 
pride : 

'  I  don't  like  to  see  that  fine  young 
fellow,  your  brother,  mooning  about  here,' 
his  lordship  said.  'What  is  he  going 
to  do  ?' 

'  You  are  very  kind,  sir.  The  fact  is, 
he  can't  make  up  his  mind  his  wife's  really 
drowned,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out.' 

'  Oh,  but  that's  folly  !  Of  course  she's 
drowned  ;  her  father  is  quite  sure  of 
it.' 

'  Of  course  she's  drowned,'  Ambrose 
echoed  with  a  dolorous  sigh. 
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*  He's  fit  for  work  again,  ain't  he  ?'  said 
his  lordship. 

'  I  own  I  think  work  would  be  his  best 
cure,  sir.' 

Then  Lord  Normington  walked  off, 
leaving  Ambrose  overpowered  with  his 
condescension. 

His  lordship  overtook  the  Vicar  and  the 
Captain  tramping  out  together  late  that 
afternoon,  and  drew  his  horse  in  to  keep 
pace  with  them. 

Charley  let  the  Vicar  do  all  the  talking ; 
a  despondent  mood  was  upon  him,  for  the 
chill  evening  was  in  its  prime  of  desolation. 
But  Lord  Normington  made  him  join  in 
presently  by  pointedly  addressing  him. 
Then  Charley  roused  himself  and  went 
round  to  the  other  side,  walking  beside  the 
saddle-bow.  To  him  Lord  Normington's 
manner  had  always  been  that  of  an  equal, 
latterly   almost    fatherly  ;    indeed,   he    had 
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been  greatly  taken  with  the  young  man 
from  the  first,  and  that  desire  to  give  him 
'a  leg  up'  had  never  faded.  He  now 
watched  the  sadly  thinned  face  narrowly 
as  he  talked  to  him.  Presently  he 
said  : 

'If  I  were  you  I'd  go  back  to  India 
before  the  hot  weather,  and  take  the  rest 
of  your  furlough  after  a  time.  Excuse 
advice  gratis !' 

Charley  looked  up. 

'  Sometimes  I  think  that  would  be  best 
for  me,'  he  said ;  but  there  was  a  mental 
reservation  that  the  other  noticed. 

'  It's  hard  going  back  to  the  old  lot, 
perhaps  ?' 

The  young  man's  eyes  flashed  in  recog- 
nition of  the  kindly  sympathetic  sup- 
position. 

*  Yes,  that's  it,'  he  said  in  a  low  tone. 

'  But  couldn't    you    manage  a   change  ? 
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Is  there  no  one  to  put  the  screw  on  for 
your  benefit  ?' 

*  Perhaps,  if  I  were  on  the  spot,  I  dare 
say  I  could  manage  a  fresh  start ;  but  not 
just  at  first.' 

'  Look  here,'  his  lordship  said,  resting 
his  whip  lightly  on  Charley's  shoulder,  '  I 
have  no  boys  of  my  own,  and  I  have  a 
good  deal  of  interest,  as  it  happens,  in  your 
department.  Why  shouldn't  I  work  it  for 
you  ?  I  owe  Linley  a  good  turn,  too.'  He 
gathered  up  his  reins  ready  to  ride  onward 
as  he  said  this,  and  added  as  he  bade  good- 
bye :  '  Well,  then,  Captain  Scott,  I'll  see  if 
I  can  be  of  any  service,  and  don't  you 
make  any  plans  till  you  hear  from  me.' 

Ambrose  was  profoundly  impressed 
when  he  knew  this. 

*  Though,  to  be  sure,  one  must  remem- 
ber,' he  said,  anxious  not  to  let  Charley 
suppose  he  was  the  mainspring  of  it  all,  *  a 


WRECKED  HOPES  67 

dissolution  is  not  unlikely.  This  is  probably 
a  sop  to  me  ;  for  his  people  taxed  my  bills 
last  time,  and  I  said  I'd  never  work  for 
them  again.  But  I'm  very  glad  you  get 
the  benefit,  Charles,  my  boy.' 

A  coroneted  note,  addressed  to  Captain 
Scott,  arrived  a  few  days  later  on  ;  but 
Charley  had  slept  at  the  cottage,  and  had 
not  yet  returned  to  his  brother's.  So 
Ambrose  placed  it  conspicuously  on  his 
office  chimneypiece,  where  it  could  not 
fail  to  impress  beholders.  A  client  was 
with  him  when  he  heard  Charley's  voice. 

'  Excuse  me,'  he  said  importantly,  '  till  I 
place  his  lordship's  letter  in  the  Captain's 
hands  ;  it  is  a  matter  of  some  moment,  and 
may  have  to  be  attended  to  without 
delay.' 

On  his  return  he  said,  rubbing  his 
hands : 

*  Now  we'll  return  to  business.      But  his 
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lordship  has  always  taken  such  a  lively 
interest  in  our  family.' 

This  was  enough,  as  he  very  well  knew, 
to  overawe  and  impress  the  curious  client. 

Lord  Normington  had  been  as  good  as 
his  word,  and  Captain  Scott  was  ordered 
to  proceed  to  Simla  at  once,  as  aide-de- 
camp to  the  Viceroy,  in  place  of  Captain 
Brown,  retired. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


NEVER   A    SAIL. 


Far  out  on  the  Indian  Ocean,  away  from 
the  hl^^hway  traversed  by  ships  between 
the  two  great  continents,  lies  a  long  stretch 
of  volcanic  rocks  more  than  half  covered 
at  high  tides,  presenting  a  jagged,  bare 
outline  of  uneven  heights,  rising  towards 
the  centre  of  the  plateau  to  a  citadel-like 
group  of  gray  peaks.  A  dreary  stretch, 
so  uninviting  and  apparently  uninhabit- 
able that,  though  not  unknown  to  Arabian 
traders  driven  on  rare  occasions  by  stress 
of    weather    within    sight   of    it,    it    was 
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deemed  hopeless  of  access,  nor  worth  the 
dangers  of  exploring  its  seemingly  inacces- 
sible shores — a  veritable  ocean  Sahara, 
without  oasis  or  animal  life.  It  is  indeed 
so  surrounded  by  dissevered  rocks  as  to 
present  a  very  chevaux  de  /rise.  The  sea 
is  for  ever  churned  by  these  underlying 
barricades,  and  the  complaint  of  its 
shattered  waters  for  ever  rises  in  passionate 
uproar. 

Yet  on  these  dreary  rocks,  which  lie 
exposed,  unsheltered,  and  unshaded  to 
fervid  sun  and  scorching  wind,  the  few 
survivors  of  the  wreck  of  the  Elephanta 
found  themselves  when,  after  beinor  tossed 
from  wave  to  wave,  flung  aloft  in  boiling 
surf,  and  dragged  cruelly  hither  and  thither 
amidst  the  saw-like  rocks,  they  one  by 
one  were  conscious  of  being  on  terra  firma 
once  more. 

One  by  one,  moaning  and  complaining, 
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each  half-dead  creature,  still  dazed  and 
doubting,  picked  him  or  her  self  up  and 
looked  around  in  dread  perplexity.  There 
were  seven  of  them,  all  counted — three 
men  and  four  women ;  and  what  a  set  of 
miserables !      Hair   hanofinor    full    of   sand 

o       o 

and  seaweed,  clothes  washed  out  of  colour, 
torn  out  of  design — shoeless,  hatless, 
battered,  swooning !  Was  ever  roll-call 
after  battle  a  sadder  spectacle  ?  Despoiled 
not  of  limbs,  but  of  liberty,  imprisoned 
probably  for  ever  by  the  element  which 
still  leaped  and  roared  around  them  ;  re- 
jected by  death,  yet  hopeless  of  life. 

As  the  poor  wretches  stood  up  and 
wrung  the  water  from  their  hair  and 
clothes,  and  rubbed  their  aching  limbs, 
each  gradually  recognised  the  other  with 
thankful  words  of  greeting.  They  had 
left  the  ship  in  the  same  boat,  and  when 
it  capsized,   the  same  current  had    swept 
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them  onwards,  and  deposited  them  almost 
at  the  same  time  in  the  same  place. 
Colonel  Shepherd,  Major  Mortimer,  John 
Hay  (a  seaman),  Mrs.  Barlow,  her  nurse 
(Mrs.  Mole),  and  Mrs.  Scott,  were  all  easily- 
recognisable  ;  but  Mrs.  Smith,  the  other 
castaway,  was  so  altered  by  the  loss  of 
the  luxuriant  coils  of  hair  which  had  be- 
decked her  on  the  ship,  that  until  she 
spoke  they  wondered  who  she  was.  They 
greeted  each  other  with  fervent  words  of 
thankfulness — thankfulness  not  only  be- 
cause their  lives  were  spared,  but  because 
they  were  spared  together.  The  morning 
light  was  speeding  upward  as  they  looked 
round  on  their  place  of  refuge — a  cloudy 
morning,  with  a  wet  wind  without  fresh- 
ness. Their  first  desire  was  to  move 
upward  from  the  hurly-burly  of  the 
waves  ;  their  next  was  to  thank  God  for 
their  escape.     They  stood    together  with 
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bowed  heads  and  clasped  hands,  while 
Colonel  Shepherd  offered  a  few  broken 
words  of  prayer  and  praise,  and  then  they 
turned  and  asked  each  other,  'What  next? 
What  could  they  do  here  In  this  bare  heap 
of  cinders  ?  How  were  they  to  assuage 
the  hunger  that  was  already  tormenting 
them  ?  As  it  was,  the  two  younger  women 
sat  down,  too  feeble  to  stand,  and  Mrs. 
Scott  piteously  supposed  'they  could  not 
find  anything  to  eat.' 

The  seaman  wandered  back  to  the  shore, 
and  after  groping  about  in  the  quieter 
pools,  succeeded  in  catching  a  large  lobster, 
with  which  he  returned  triumphant.  It 
was  but  a  mouthful  apiece  ;  but  It  was  an 
earnest  of  food  in  the  future.  Only  how 
was  it  to  be  eaten  ?  They  shrank  from 
the  idea  of  eating  it  raw  ;  hungry  though 
they  were,  they  had  not  yet  got  to 
that. 
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Fortunately  Hay  had  a  flint  and  steel 
about  him,  and  having  found  some  dry 
coarse  grass,  they  managed  to  make  a  fire 
and  roasted  the  lobster,  Mrs.  Scott  hiding 
her  face  till  she  was  assured  the  creature 
had  died  peacefully,  when  she  allowed 
herself  to  benefit  by  its  murder. 

This  very  slight  refreshment  did  them  a 
world  of  good,  and  enabled  them  to  face 
their  position  and  consult  together  how  to 
better  it.  Only  Mrs.  Barlow  remained 
aloof.  She  had  cried  with  joy  at  the  first 
sight  of  the  familiar  faces,  and  had  eaten 
her  share  of  the  lobster  ravenously  ;  but 
she  made  no  remark,  nor  seemed  to  heed 
the  remarks  of  the  others  ;  she  constantly 
looked  from  one  to  the  other  as  if  about 
to  question  each,  and  at  Mrs.  Mole  she 
looked  especially  wildly.  She  sat  holding 
her  head,  which  was  swelled  by  a  blow 
she  had  evidently  received  while  struggling 
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among  the  rocks,  and  seemed  trying  to 
remember  something. 

None  knew  what  had  become  of  her 
child.  That  it  had  been  torn  from  her 
grasp  was  certain.  She  had  held  him  in 
her  arms  even  while  she  jumped  into 
the  boat.  Not  for  an  instant  had  she 
allowed  anyone  to  relieve  her  of  his  weight. 
Colonel  Shepherd  had  tried  in  vain  to 
induce  her  to  give  him  up  until  she  was 
seated,  but  she  would  not.  She  had  no 
fears  for  herself,  and  when  the  boat  was 
pushed  from  the  ship,  and  the  drenching 
spray  broke  over  it  again  and  again,  her 
one  endeavour  had  been  to  shield  him  and 
hush  his  terrified  cries.  Her  memory  was 
for  the  time  dormant,  and  her  friends 
dreaded  its  awakening. 

The  men  proposed  surveying  their  place 
of  refuge  at  once,  and  suggested  that  the 
women  should  remain  where  they  were  till 
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their  return  ;  but,  sore  and  weary  as  they 
were,  the  women  would  not  agree  to  be 
lost  sight  of;  they  would  face  whatever 
was  before  them  together,  they  said,  but 
would  run  no  risks  alone.  So  they  all 
started,  Mrs.  Scott  linking  her  arm  in 
Mrs,  Barlow's,  stumbling  over  the  rough 
shingles  and  sharp-pointed  cindery  rocks, 
slipping  over  the  deep  deposits  of  seaweed 
and  into  the  trequent  pools,  but  feeling 
with  every  step  the  life-blood  running  freer, 
and  the  aches  born  of  the  long  immersion 
in  the  water  wearing  off. 

Mrs.  Smith  took  possession  of  the 
Colonel. 

'  We  had  better  begin  as  we  mean  to 
go  on,'  she  said.  '  We  are  the  two  heads. 
We  must  not  shirk  the  duties  of  our 
positions.' 

'  Misfortune  unites  extremes,'  said  the 
Colonel. 
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She  leaned  heavily  on  his  arm,  and 
added,  ignoring  his  remark  : 

*  Of  course,  if  Mr.  Smith  were  here  he 
would  take  the  lead  of  everyone.  As  it 
is,  you  and  I  must  do  our  best.' 

*  I  should  be  glad  if  someone  else 
would  lead,'  said  the  Colonel,  nearly  fall- 
ing headlong  as  his  foot  plunged  into  a 
bed  of  rotting  debris.  '  Mortimer,  you  are 
younger  than  we  are.    Go  first — will  you  ?' 

Mrs.  Smith  pulled  him  briskly  forward. 

'Speak  for  yourself,'  she  cried.  'Pray, 
don't  give  up  your  proper  place ;  the  Major 
must  remain  our  subordinate.' 

Colonel  Shepherd  looked  back  and 
winked  forlornly.  Mrs.  Scott  was  cheered 
by  the  little  by-play. 

'  I  wonder  if  we  look  as  funny  as  she 
does  ?'  she  said,  nodding  after  Mrs.  Smith. 
*  Mrs.  Barlow,  I  wish  we  had  a  looking- 
glass  ;  don't  you  T 
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Mrs.  Barlow  looked  from  the  speaker 
to  Major  Mortimer,  who  walked  on  her 
other  side,  but  made  no  answer.  The 
Major  spoke  for  her. 

'  You  look  very  nearly  as  funny/  he 
said,  *  only  your  hair  has  not  been  blown 
off — only  down.' 

A  laugh  rang  from  Mrs.  Scott's  lips. 
It  was  hardly  possible  to  avoid  laughing 
when  looking  at  Mrs.  Smith,  whose  bald 
head,  fringed  round  by  a  scanty  crop  of 
red-gray  hair,  made  her  resemble  an 
elderly  tonsured  and  shaven  man.  In 
blissful  ignorance  of  her  appearance, 
Mrs.  Smith  stopped  and  accosted  Mrs. 
Scott. 

'  I  hardly  think  our  position  provokes 
merriment,'  she  said.  '  Pray  repress  such 
ill-timed  mirth.' 

Then  she  bravely  dragged  her  reluctant 
colleague  onward,  and  they  presently  sur- 
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mounted  the  outer  barrier  and  found  them- 
selves on  the  high  plateau. 

It  was  broader  than  they  had  expected 
to  find  it.  The  further  shore  was  fully 
two  miles  off,  and  north,  south,  east  and 
west  the  water  stretched  to  the  horizon 
unbroken  by  sail ;  and  almost  as  far  as 
the  eye  could  reach,  pointed  rocks  like 
submerged  alps  rose,  showing  clearly 
enough  how  unlikely  was  the  chance  of 
passing  ships  to  rescue  them.  What  boat 
dare  brave  that  terrible  coast  1 

'Yes,'  Hay  said,  as  if  answering  himself, 
'  we  must  have  been  blown  steadily  out  of 
our  course  all  them  four  days  and  nights. 
How  any  of  us  lives  to  say  so  passes  my 
knowledge !' 

'  If  only  we  could  find  some  fresh  water  !* 
the  Colonel  said  ;  '  there  should  be  a  deposit 
somewhere  on  this  ridge.  Shall  we  go 
on  ?' 
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The  citadel-like  peaks  were  about  half 
a  mile  ahead,  and  the  Major  suggested 
they  should  go  there. 

*  They  cheat  one  into  thinking  there  is 
a  fort/  he  said.  '  At  all  events,  it  is 
central,  and  must  afford  some  sort  of 
shelter.' 

*  But,'  said  Mrs.  Scott,  '  don't  you  think 
we  ought  to  look  round  first,  lest  someone 
beside  ourselves  has  been  washed  up  and 
needs  assistance  ?' 

'  That's  so,'  Hay  remarked,  with  a  nod 
of  approval.  '  That's  so,  gentlemen. 
There's  likely  other  poor  bodies  '11  come 
on  this  here  reef,  and  perhaps  not  in  such 
good  condition  as  us,  either.' 

'  I'm  not  going  down  these  pin-points  of 
rocks  again  to  please  anyone  !'  Mrs.  Smith 
exclaimed,  when  Hay  interrupted  her  further 
remarks : 

*  There  is  someone  down  there,'  he  said, 
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pointing  over  to  where,  in  a  deep  bay,  the 
sea,  sheltered  by  a  projecting  reach  of  rock, 
swayed  to  and  fro,  without  fret  and  com- 
motion. *  We  can't  go  on  without  having 
a  look  at  him.' 

As  everyone  hastily  and  without  ques- 
tion followed  Hay,  INIrs.  Smith,  rather 
than  be  left  behind,  scrambled  with  them 
down  through  a  ravine,  bemoaning  herself 
as  the  bare  rocks  cauQ^ht  her  clothes  and 
scratched  her  skin,  till  they  gained  the 
bay,  and  there,  gently  rocked  to  and  fro 
between  the  water  and  the  sand,  they 
found  poor  Mr.  Harris,  quite  dead,  a 
gaping  wound  on  the  temple  showing  he 
had  been  killed  by  being  dashed  against  a 
rock. 

The  women  drew  apart  together  as  soon 
as  it  was  ascertained  he  had  been  dead 
some  hours.  Mrs.  Scott  had  never  seen 
death  before,  and  she  cried  like  a  frightened 
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child.  Mrs.  Barlow  kissed  her,  and  did 
her  best  to  soothe  her,  and  Mrs.  Smith 
scolded  her,  and,  by  way  of  strengthening 
her  weak  mind,  recited  in  a  formal,  pom- 
pous manner  Martin  Tapper's  stanzas  on 
Death.  Then  Janie  began  to  laugh  at 
the  high-sounding  periods  and  pompous 
utterance.  The  laughter  was  horribly  out 
of  place,  and  the  Colonel  glanced  wonder- 
ingly  at  the  culprit.  Mrs.  Mole  went  to 
the  little  group  by  the  dead  man's  side. 

*  If  he's  really  dead,  sir,'  she  said, 
'  hadn't  he  better  be  put  away  out  of  sight  ? 
that  poor  young  lady's  nerves  are  quite 
upset,  but  she  won't  go  away  with  us.'  Then 
she  went  back  again.  '  He's  happy  enough,' 
she  said  soothingly  to  Janie  ;  '  his  face  looks 
nicer  in  death  than  it  did  in  life.  There's 
no  call  to  cry  over  him  ;  they're  going  to 
put  him  into  a  comfortable  grave,  and 
then  we're  going  up  along  again.' 
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Hay  removed  the  dead  man's  tweed 
suit,  from  which  the  violet  radiance  had 
been  washed. 

*  It  may  come  useful,'  he  said,  '  if  we 
have  to  stay  here  long ;  there  ain't  no 
tailors'  shops  handy,  I  reckon.' 

With  sharp  stones  they  managed  to 
scoop  a  hollow  in  the  upper  end  of  the 
bay,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  high  tide, 
and  there  they  laid  him  to  rest.  After- 
wards they  searched  round  the  shore  as 
far  as  they  could  safely  climb,  lest  any 
other  bodies  could  be  found  ;  but  the  only 
return  for  their  toil  was  the  capture 
of  some  small  fish,  which  they  roasted 
as  they  had  roasted  the  lobster,  and 
enjoyed  as  much,  but  then  thirst  tortured 
them. 

The  sun  had  come  out,  and  at  first  was 
very  welcome  in  drying  their  saturated 
clothes  and  restoring  warmth;  but  by  noon 
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its  heat  was  very  oppressive  and  made 
their  thirst  greater.  They  were  a  dejected, 
weary  lot  as  they  retraced  their  steps  up- 
ward to  the  plateau,  their  heads  aching, 
their  feet  sore  and  blistered  ;  they  had  no 
eyes  for  the  wonderful  colour  of  the  great 
cindery  mass  over  which  they  stumbled, 
the  purple  and  lilac  and  rose  and  gray 
tints,  and  the  immense  spread  of  water, 
foam-crested,  indigo  -  dyed,  leaping  and 
sparkling  and  dashing  in  jewelled  cataracts 
upward  to  the  turquoise  sky. 

Again  they  set  their  faces  towards  the 
clustered  centre  peaks  ;  the  two  young 
ladies  walked  hand-in-hand.  Janie  was 
greatly  concerned  for  her  friend,  who 
hardly  spoke,  but  with  eyes  rovmg  rest- 
lessly amongst  her  companions,  seemed 
struggling  with  some  thought  she  could 
not  express. 

'  You    will    be    elad    of    some    water  ?' 
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Janie  asked,  longing  to  get   her    to    talk. 
'  Are  you  very  tired  ?' 

'  Oh  no,'  she  answered  ;  '  but  the  deck 
seems  longer  than  it  used  to  be.' 

Major  Mortimer,  who  was  just  ahead 
of  them,  turned  and  looked.  Mrs.  Scott's 
eyes  were  full  of  alarm.  He  stepped  back 
and  made  a  sign  to  her  to  be  silent. 
Mrs.  Barlow's  next  words  were  sensible 
enough. 

'  The  poor  "  spring's  first  violet/'  '  she 
said  ;  '  but  he  is  better  off  than  some  of  us. 
He  lies  quietly  at  rest  now.' 

xAs  they  got  nearer  to  the  high  rocks 
they  found  tiny  plants  i^rowing  here  and 
there,  and  the  same  sort  of  grass  which 
they  had  found  dead  and  dry,  and  used  as 
fuel  on  the  shore,  grew  green  and  seeding 
in  clumps  in  the  shade  of  the  litde  ravines 
they  were  constantly  crossing.  The  familiar 
hum  of  a  bee  excited  them  presently,  and 
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half  a  dozen  green  parrots  flew  from  before 
them  as  they  got  close  to  the  great  peaks. 
But  there  they  were  foiled  ;  the  curious 
cluster  presented  an  apparent  barrier,  and 
it  was  only  after  searching  they  at  last  found 
an  opening.  As  they  slowly  defiled  inward, 
they  were  met  by  another  apparent  block 
as  perplexing  as  a  labyrinth,  and  it  was 
when  they  had  penetrated  behind  it 
they  were  startled  by  the  sound  of  bleat- 
ing ;  Hay,  who  was  first,  turned  quickly 
and  stopped  further  movement.  He  spoke 
timidly. 

'  Better  keep  the  ladies  back,'  he  said. 
*  There  may  be  strangers  here  we  mayn't 
like  the  look  on.  One  of  you  come  on 
cautiously  with  me  till  we  make  sure  ' 

*  Cannibals!'  said  Mrs.  Mole,  as  she 
understood  the  cause  of  the  delay.  '  Oh, 
we'd  better  have  been  poor  Mr.  Harris 
than  to  be  food  for  them  !* 
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Mrs.  Smith  smiled  loftily. 

•  There  are  no  cannibals  here,'  she  said  ; 
'  and  some  of  us  are  worth  ransoming. 
Whoever  is  here  must  have  come  in  boats. 
We  can  make  it  worth  their  while  to  take 
us  away.' 

The  men  returned  with  bright  faces. 

•  Address  yourselves  to  me/  Mrs.  Smith 
cried,  '  and  then  the  rest  will  hear.  What 
have  you  found  ?' 

•  Water,'  was  the  answer ;  and  no  one 
waited  to  hear  more.  All  pushed  forward, 
unconscious  now  of  the  sharp  ground  and 
blistering  sunshine,  careless  of  savages  and 
cannibals,  so  overpowering  was  their  de- 
sire for  water.  After  they  had  threaded 
a  few  more  openings,  the  great  screen  of 
rocks  opened  suddenly,  and  the  ground 
fell  away  at  their  feet  almost  perpendicu- 
larly, disclosing  a  grassy  ravine,  in  the 
bottom  of  which  lay  a  little  lake,  on  whose 
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clear  surface  floated  numberless  wild-fowl. 
It  was  bordered  by  bushes  of  brilliant 
flowers.  Indeed,  the  whole  scene  in  that 
first  moment  of  beholding  it  struck  the 
storm-tossed  wanderers  as  a  paradise  of 
peace  and  beauty.  Sparkling  rivulets  fell 
down  the  verdant  slopes,  their  silvery 
music  mingling  with  the  songs  of  birds 
and  hum  of  insects,  and  gorgeous  blossom- 
ing trees  filled  the  air  with  sweetness. 

After  quenching  their  thirst  and  laving 
their  burning  faces  in  the  deliciously  cool 
water,  they  were  at  leisure  to  wonder  whether 
the  place  was  inhabited  ;  and  as  they  won- 
dered the  nearing  sound  of  goats  attracted 
their  attention,  as  down  the  opposite  slope, 
making  for  the  lake,  a  herd  of  goats  and 
kids  came  trotting,  bleating  as  they  came, 
but  unattended.  The  strangers  watched 
for  long,  in  expectation  of  a  herdsman's 
appearance  ;  but  the  creatures  ran  to  drink 
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and  then  dispersed,  and  of  human  sight  or 
sound  there  was  none. 

'  At  all  events,  here  is  milk  in  plenty,' 
Janie  cried. 

'  And  kids'  flesh,'  said  the  Colonel. 

*  Poor  little  things  !'  said  Mrs.  Scott. 

*  Well,  we  needn't  commit  murder  on 
our  first  arrival'  said  the  Major.  *  It 
seems  to  me  we  are  in  luck's  way.  There 
may  be  fruit  about.  That  opposite  ravine 
or  dell,  or  whatever  you  like  to  call  it,  looks 
likely.     Let's  go  on  and  explore.' 

There  was  fruit  about,  and  in  plenty  : 
luscious  figs,  sweet  wild  grapes,  custard 
apples,  plantains,  and,  most  delicious  of 
all,  the  mango.  As  they  cried  exultantly 
at  the  feast  set  before  them,  Mrs.  Mole 
drew  their  attention  to  the  enormous 
gourds  trailing  on  the  ground. 

*  Useless  rubbish!'  Mrs.  Smith  exclaimed 
contemptuously. 
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'  Yes,'  said  Hay,  *  if  we'd  got  a  chiny 
shop  close  by  ;  but  they'll  make  famous 
milking-pails.  What  did  you  propose  to 
milk  into,  marm  ?' 

She  had  no  answer  ready.  Hay  smirked 
complacently,  and  at  once  set  to  work  to 
scoop  out  the  worthless  inside,  presently 
exhibiting  a  very  fair  substitute  for  a 
milking-basin. 

But  further  up  the  glen  a  group  of  cocoa 
palms  were  discovered,  and  this  was  in- 
deed a  discovery  worth  making.  Here 
were  cups  ready  filled  with  delicious  food, 
for  the  freshly  gathered  cocoa-nut  is  a  very 
different  thing  to  the  dry  indigestible  sub- 
stance known  to  the  untravelled.  The 
late  storm  had  blown  a  quantity  to  the 
ground,  and  the  fall  had  split  the  coarse 
outer  covering  very  conveniently. 

*  Here  is  indeed  a  table  prepared  for  us 
in  the  wilderness  f  Colonel  Shepherd  said, 
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and  his  remark  made  them  thoughtful. 
They  were  more  tired  than  hungry,  and 
when  it  was  sus^ofested  it  was  time  to 
search  for  a  cave  wherein  they  might  pass 
the  night,  no  one  was  inchned  to  move. 
Mrs.  Smith's  eyes  were  sealed  in  sleep 
almost  at  the  moment  she  rejected  the 
proposal,  and  one  after  another,  overcome 
with  intense  fatigue,  the  homeless  outcasts 
stretched  their  weary  limbs  and  sank  into 
the  dreamless  sleep  of  perfect  rest  long 
before  the  daylight  faded  from  the  sky. 

'  It  was  a  mad  thing  to  do,'  the  Colonel 
said  next  mornino- ;  '  there  are  sure  to  be 
snakes  and  scorpions  amongst  these  rocks  ; 
and  there  may  be  wild  animals,  though  the 
place  isn't  large  enough  for  them,  I  fancy.' 

'  I  thought  of  all  that,'  the  Major  re- 
ioined  ;  '  we  ought  to  have  watched  by 
turn.  I  meant  to  propose  it,  but  some- 
how   dropped   off    too    quickly,   I    was    so 
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dead  beat !  Besides,  if  there  were  wild 
beasts,  there  wouldn't  be  goats — the  goats 
must  have  been  washed  up  from  a  wreck.' 

'  Or  their  ancestors  were,'  said  the 
Colonel. 

Mrs.  Smith  said  she  awoke  once, 
and  found  a  cat  looking  at  her,  so 
she  tried  to  rouse  Mrs.  Mole ;  but  the 
latter  only  snored,  and  the  cat  seemed 
frightened,  and  ran  away. 

Hay  and  Mrs.  Mole  went  foraging  for 
breakfast,  and  with  infinite  patience  and 
skill  they  succeeded  in  catching  some  of  the 
goats.  The  creatures  were  less  frightened 
than  surprised  ;  their  fearlessness  proved 
their  ignorance  of  mankind.  It  seemed 
hard  to  Mrs.  Mole  to  take  advantage  of 
their  innocence  and  steal  a  kid,  but  Hay 
pooh-poohed  :  '  Such  a  toothsome  bite  as 
a  fat  kid  aftbrded  was  worth  sinning  for,' 
he  said,  '  if  sin  there  was  in  it.* 
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Mrs.  Mole  proved  an  excellent  cook ; 
she  at  once  showed  her  mettle  by  keeping 
her  position.  She  would  not  sit  with  the 
rest,  as  Hay  did  ;  but  withdrew  with  her 
portion  to  the  rear,  and  openly  expressed 
her  contempt  for  his  lack  of  good  manners. 

'  Though  them  as  don't  know  manners 
can't  use  them,'  she  exclaimed,  shaking  her 
head  at  the  unconscious  seaman.  '  Mole 
was  like  me  ;  he'd  rather  be  told  to  go  up 
higher  than  have  to  be  ordered  to  go 
lower,  and  yet  every  bombardier  in  the 
battery  touched  his  cap  to  Mole  !  aye,  and 
called  him  "  sir  "  too  !' 

Janie  could  not  be  induced  to  taste  the 
kid.  She  shuddered  at  the  barbarity,  as 
she  called  it,  and  wept  when  the  mother 
goat  came  bleating  round  the  ashes  wherein 
the  little  creature  had  been  sacrificed.  She 
was  young  enough  to  be  satisfied  with 
fruit  and  milk,  and  wondered  at  the  Major's 
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earnest  consultation  with  Hay  about  pro- 
curing salt — salt  seemed  to  her  such  a 
very  secondary  consideration  when  their 
needs  were  so  many. 

'  Surely,'  she  said,  '  we  can  live  very  well 
on  fruit  for  the  short  time  we  shall  be 
here.  One  of  us  ought  to  watch  by  turns 
for  a  boat,  don't  you  think  ?  There  is 
sure  to  be  one  soon.' 

'  Sure  to  be  one  soon !'  the  Colonel 
repeated,  as  he  and  the  Major  went  down 
to  see  if  Harris's  grave  was  undisturbed. 
'  Ah,  well,  we  must  let  her  think  so  as  long 
as  we  can.' 

'  I  wonder,'  said  the  other,  as  they 
turned  from  the  litde  mound  of  sand — '  I 
wonder  if  we  are  all  doomed  to  be  buried 
here  ?' 

The  Colonel  groaned  as  he  said  : 

' 'Tis  an  ugly  thought.  For  God's 
sake,  let  us  do  our  best   to   keep   up  our 
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spirits.  I  doubt  if  Mrs.  Scott  can  stand 
privation  and  exposure.  She's  only  just 
over  a  bad  illness,  and  must  always  have 
been  very  fragile.' 

'  As  for  Mrs.  Barlow,  her  senses  seem 
gone  or  dazed,'  Major  Mortimer  exclaimed. 
'  I  wonder  if  she  will  soon  remember  about 
the  little  boy.      I  dread  that  recollection.' 

Then  they  fell  to  talk  of  their  chance  of 
being  rescued  ;  of  the  many  questions  of 
vital  importance ;  of  shelter  in  the  wet 
season  ;  of  food  and  clothes.  They  walked 
with  heads  bowed  down,  with  hearts  full  of 
heaviness,  bereft  for  the  moment  of  hope, 
despairing  of  ever  communicating  again 
with  that  outer  world  which  held  all  that 
made  life  dear.  Yet,  as  they  neared  their 
companions  in  misfortune,  the  one  forced 
a  careless  whistle,  the  other  a  light  laugh. 

*  Here  they  come!'  Mrs.  Smith  ex- 
claimed, '  as  brisk  as  possible.      Men  have 
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no  feelings;  all  they  need  is  to  get  some- 
thing to  eat  regularly;  but  they'll  miss  their 
tobacco  soon,  and  then  we  shall  see.' 

A  savoury  smell  greeted  them  as  they 
came  up.  The  cat  of  Mrs.  Smith's  waking 
moment  had  resolved  itself  into  a  rabbit. 

'  The  place  swarms  with  'em,'  Hay  said, 
as  he  served  up  some  roasted  joints  on 
thick  large  leaves.  '  We're  in  fine  quarters, 
I'm  thinking,  as  far  as  vittles  goes — better 
than  aboard  ship.' 

Janie  declined  the  rabbit,  as  she  had 
declined  the  kid.  The  mention  of  cat  set 
her  against  it.  Mrs.  Smith  devoured  it 
with  p-reat  relish,  tearincr  it  with  her  teeth 
and  fingers  as  if  she  had  never  known  a 
more  elegant  mode  of  feeding.  Suddenly 
recollecting  herself,  she  exclaimed : 

*  Would  anyone  ever  have  supposed  I 
should  be  reduced  to!  this  .^  Thoucrh  cer- 
tainlvthere  are  reverses  of  fortune  on  record 
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as  great  as  mine.  Marie  Antoinette,  for 
instance,  who  had  to  make  her  own  bed, 
and  sweep  out  the  rooms  in  the  Temple  ; 
and  Margaret  of  Anjou,  who  lived  on 
a  raw  herring  for  three  or  four  days.' 

'  I  wish  I  had  a  bed  to  make  and  a  room 
to  sweep,'  Mrs.  Barlow  said,  to  their  surprise. 
*  I  wonder  why  I  ache  all  over  so  dreadfully, 
and  the  lump  on  my  head  is  so  funny  !' 

'  Oh,  you'll  soon  be  all  right,'  Mrs. 
Smith  continued,  as  if  she  was  of  no  im- 
portance comparatively.  '  And  then,  you 
see,  that  French  queen  had  been  extra- 
vagant, selfish,  and  unprincipled ;  and 
Margaret  wasn't  much  to  boast  of ;  but  I 
always  paid  my  bills  monthly,  and  never 
spent  beyond  what  was  necessary  in  my 
position.  Of  course,  I  kept  people  in  their 
proper  places,  and  accepted  the  deference 
paid  to  me  by  the  military  ladies ;  but  that 
was  due  by  me  to  Smith.' 
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'You  forget  Job,'  cried  the  Major;  *  he 
was  a  pattern,  too,  and  he  was  served 
worse  than  you.     Think  of  his  bolls  !' 

*  Job  !'  she  repeated  with  Infinite  con- 
tempt. '  Well,  Major,  I  do  think  I'm  a 
cut  above  Job.  I  doubt  whether  he  could 
write  his  name.  Job ! — dirty  old  fellow, 
sitting  In  the  dust  and  scratching  himself 
like  a  bazaar  coolie — I'm  much  obliged  to 
you  !  Now,  girls,  let  us  go  and  have  a 
bathe.' 

'  She's  a  rum  'un,  asking  your  pardon, 
gentlemen,'  Hay  observed,  after  watching 
the  ladles  out  of  sight.  '  I  see  her  In  the 
water  alongside  o'  me  when  we  were 
struggling  about,  and  her  wig  rose  up  and 
were  washed  away.  It  give  me  quite  a 
turn.  It  did,  so  unnatural  like  ;  and  when 
we  come  ashore,  and  I  see  her  first  without 
it,  I  really  thought  it  were  a  'old  gentleman, 
till  I  see  the  fingers  all  over  rings.' 
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During  that  day  they  explored  the  place 
as  far  as  possible.  The  ravine  was  found 
to  be  very  fertile,  and  there  were  no  traces 
that  it  or  the  basin  had  ever  been  sub- 
merged. Many  of  the  trees  were  of  great 
age  and  size,  and  out  of  the  sun  the  air 
w^as  very  much  cooler  than  in  India. 
There  were  no  sio^ns  of  snakes  or  scor- 
pions  within  the  charmed  radius  of  vege- 
tation, but  they  were  probably  numerous 
enouo^h  amonofst  the  heated  rocks. 

Beyond  the  ravine  vegetation  again 
ceased,  and  the  rocks  fell  away  in  dis- 
connected masses,  till  they  tapered  off  and 
gradually  disappeared,  except  at  low  tide, 
when  they  were  found  to  continue  almost 
as  far  as  sis^ht  could  reach. 

There  was  at  that,  as  at  the  other  end 
of  the  plateau,  a  grand  view  of  sea  and 
sky.  The  sea  had  calmed  considerably, 
and  was  now,  except  close  to  the  reef  in 

25—2 


loo         THE  SCOTTS  OF  BESTMINSTER 

parts,  an  unbroken  expanse  of  blue  shifting 
into  green,  green  shifting  into  blue,  wave- 
less  in  the  deep  parts,  but  swelling  to  and 
fro  with  a  force  that  proved  it  to  be  still 
anything  but  peaceful.  The  men's  hearts 
quailed  as  they  gazed,  and  speechlessly 
questioned,  Would  this  awful  waste  of 
waters  ever  be  broken  by  a  sail  ?  The 
most  pressing  need  of  the  moment  was  to 
find  shelter  for  the  coming  night.  Having 
no  wraps,  they  ran  great  danger  by  sleep- 
ing on  the  dewy  ground.  Half-way  up 
the  ravine  they  found  a  recess  in  the  rock 
about  as  large  as  an  ordinary  chamber. 
With  branches  of  a  scrubby  bush  they 
swept  out  the  accumulation  of  dust  and 
earth  and  insects'  nests,  and  strew^ed  it 
with  soft  grass,  which  dried  very  quickly 
in  the  sun.  A  natural  porch  formed  the 
entrance,  and  here  the  three  men  decided 
to  sleep,  while  the  women  slept  inside. 
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Mrs.  Smith  had  a  practical  mind,  not- 
withstanding her  lofty  notions,  and  she 
suggested  a  layer  of  dry  sand  under  the 
grass  would  be  an  improvement,  and  pre- 
vent all  ill  effects  from  possible  damp. 
But  how  to  bring  the  sand  without  wheel- 
barrow or  baskets  ? — a  dozen  journeys  over 
the  rocks  would  not  enable  them  to  carry 
sufficient  in  their  gourds  or  cocoanut-shells, 
which  were  their  only  means  of  trans- 
port. 

Then  Mrs.  Mole .  was  equal  to  the 
occasion.  She  ran  behind  a  tree,  and 
presently  returned  with  a  stout  serge  skirt, 
which  she  offered  for  use  as  a  sack.  Mrs. 
Smith  followed  her  example,  and  afforded 
another  skirt;  but  the  young  ladies  had  only 
their  calico  on.  Hay  then  remembered  Mr. 
Harris's  violet  coat,  and  thus  altogether  a 
sufficient  quantity  of  white  sand  was  ac- 
cumulated, and   proved  to    be  at  least  as 
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good    a   substitute    for    a    feather-bed   as 
marmalade  is  said  to  be  for  butter. 

As  the  weather  settled,  the  wind  died 
away,  and  the  heat  became  very  great  ; 
insects  were  in  full  force  in  the  park,  as  the 
oasis  was  called  by  mutual  consent,  but  the 
glare  on  the  rocks  was  unendurable  during 
the  day.  Hay  was  on  the  watch  for  the 
tide.  If  the  steamer  had  gone  to  pieces 
anywhere  near,  there  must  be  plenty  of 
spoil  washed  ashore  from  it,  and  they  all 
became  eager  as  towards  the  late  afternoon 
they  went  together  to  the  bay  in  which 
they  had  found  themselves  the  previous 
morning,  in  hopes  to  find  something  to 
render  their  imprisonment  more  bearable. 
Nor  were  they  disappointed  ;  as  the  tide 
retreated,  it  left  the  shore  literally  covered 
with  spoil.  The  steamer  must  have 
foundered  close  by  ;  there  were  huge  bales 
of   stores,  passengers'    luggage,  furniture. 
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pots  and  pans  In  abundance,  treasures  in- 
numerable, but  made  terribly  significant 
by  the  presence  amongst  them  of  several 
drowned  Lascars. 

The  men's  first  care  was  to  carry  these 
poor  bodies  to  the  head  of  the  little  bay 
wherein  Harris  lay,  and  cover  them  up 
above  high-water  mark  ;  then  the  living 
assembled  round  the  nameless  graves, 
and  the  Colonel  recited  as  much  of  the 
Burial  Service  as  he  could  remember. 

The  waning  light  barely  sufficed  to 
enable  them  to  drag  the  boxes  and  other 
things  out  of  the  reach  of  the  next  tide, 
but  the  women  made  themselves  as  useful 
as  their  strength  allowed,  and  all  worked 
with  a  will,  knowing  how  much  depended 
on  their  exertions. 

The  furniture  was  allowed  to  remain  or 
go  as  it  would  ;  boxes  of  stores,  barrels  of 
flour,   chests   of   tea,   bundles  of  blankets, 
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rugs,  passengers'  lighter  boxes  —  these 
were  of  Inestimable  worth.  By  the  time 
It  was  dark  they  had  collected  a  vast 
heap,  and  had  been  spared  seeing  any 
familiar  faces  amongst  the  drowned.  They 
were  too  tired  to  care  to  prepare  any  food, 
and  as  soon  as  they  reached  their  sleeping 
quarters,  most  of  them  were  soon  at  rest. 

But  to  Janle  sleep  refused  to  come  ; 
the  intense  darkness  of  the  cavern  op- 
pressed her.  Not  a  ray  of  light  penetrated, 
and  her  aching  limbs  found  no  rest  on  her 
sandy  couch,  and  the  grass  which  had  felt 
so  soft  by  day  now  seemed  converted  into 
wooden  skewers,  and  fretted  her  cheeks 
and  neck.  A  duet  of  snores  kept  up  by 
INIrs.  Smith  and  Mrs.  Mole  irritated  her 
beyond  endurance.  She  controlled  her- 
self as  long  as  she  could,  but  her  restless- 
ness at  last  prevailed  over  her  dislike  to 
pass  througli  the  porch  where  the  men  lay 
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sleeping  and  her  dread  of  the  outside 
soHtude,  and  as  noiselessly  as  possible  she 
rose  and  glided  out. 

The  brilliant  stars  of  an  Eastern  night, 
in  their  solemn  silent  march  over  the  great 
unclouded  vault  of  heaven,  gave  compara- 
tive light,  and  the  damp,  sweet-scented 
night-breeze  refreshed  her  unspeakably. 

'  It  was  like  being  in  one's  grave,'  she 
thought,  as  she  breathed  freely  ;  but 
lightly  as  she  had  picked  her  way,  she  had 
aroused  one  of  the  sleepers,  and  Major 
Mortimer  presently  stood  by  her  side. 

*  You !'  he  whispered  ;  '  I  feared  it  was 
Mrs.  Barlow,  or  one  of  you  walking  in 
your  sleep.' 

'  I  could  not  breathe  in  there,'  she  re- 
joined ;  '  and  yet  I  am  afraid  of  this 
solitude  and  half-light.  Listen  to  the  sea  ; 
it  is  awful !  but  don't  let  me  break  your 
rest.     I  must  learn  to  be  brave.' 
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'  Never  mind  me,'  he  said  ;  '  we'll  look 
for  some  night-lights  for  your  benefit  to- 
morrow. Come  along,  that  we  may  not 
disturb  anyone  else/ 

Too  thankful  for  companionship  to  make 
any  but  the  feeblest  protest,  Janie  climbed 
up,  as  he  suggested,  till  they  could  see 
the  sea.  The  greater  part  of  the  reef, 
with  its  embracing  water,  was  visible  ;  of 
human  sounds  there  were  none,  but  night- 
birds  and  insects  held  a  concert  of  their 
own,  while  the  ocean  thundering  in  and 
out  of  the  honeycombed  shore,  seething, 
breaking,  and  raking  back  the  shingles, 
kept  up  a  ceaseless  tumult. 

'  I  am  so  thankless,'  she  said,  after  they 
had  stood  together  a  little  while  looking 
and  listening.  '  How  much  more  dreadful 
it  would  have  been  had  I  been  cast  up 
alone,  and  yet — oh  !  what  will  they  think 
at  home  ?' 
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*  Ah  !  what  will  they  think  at  home  ?'  he 
echoed. 

'  When  will  they  know  ?  When  will 
they  give  us  up  ?'  she  questioned. 

*  When  the  ship  is  overdue,  I  suppose. 
Not  yet,  for  a  long  time.  But  some  of 
our  shipmates  have  been  saved,  I  sup- 
pose.' 

'And  they  will  tell  where  we  are,  and 
we  shall  be  fetched  !' 

She  spoke  with  the  joy  of  an  unreflecting 
child. 

'  The  other  boats  may  have  drifted  far 
away  from  here,'  he  said.  '  Besides,  they 
could  have  no  idea  of  our  whereabouts.' 

*  We  may  be  saved  before  the  news  of 
our  shipwreck  reaches  England !'  she  ex- 
claimed.    '  It  is  possible  ?' 

'  It  is  possible,'  he  echoed. 
He   could  not  make  himself  show  her 
the  unlikelihood  of  her  supposition. 
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'  On  board  ship,'  she  said,  '  I  used  so 
to  lonor  for  a  moment's  cessation  of  that 
horrid  screw,  and  now  I  think  that  eternal 
commotion  down  there  is  worse  than  the 
screw/ 

The  passion  in  her  voice  touched 
him. 

*  Come  away  across  the  park/  he  said. 
*  Over  there,  we  shall  scarcely  hear  the 
noise.  Here  we  are  facing  the  current — 
or  w^ould  you  like  to  go  back  to  bed  ?' 

She  shuddered. 

*  Not  back  there,'  she  said.  'Yes,  let 
us  go  across.  During  the  day  I  don't  feel 
it  so  much,  but  at  night  —  oh !  Major 
Mortimer,  I  wish  I  had  forgotten  every- 
thing, like  Mrs.  Barlow/ 

She  little  knew  what  an  effort  it  was  to 
him  to  keep  himself  from  breaking  down, 
too,  as  he  answered  with  an  apparently 
calm  voice : 
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'  Try  to  be  hopeful.  Perhaps  we  shall 
soon  look  back  upon  this  as  a  hideous 
dream.  Let  us  make  the  best  of  what  is, 
without  grieving  for  what  cannot  be.' 

He  took  her  hand  to  guide  her  through 
the  shadowed  ravine,  and  held  it  firmly. 
His  grasp  gave  strength  to  her  timid 
spirit. 

'  I  will  try,'  she  said,  with  a  stifled  sob ; 
'  but,  you  see,  it  is  different  for  you — there 
is  poor  Charley !' 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments. 
Then  he  said  in  a  low  tone  : 

'Not  so  very  different,  after  all.  I  was 
going  home  to  be  married.' 

She  turned  quickly,  as  if  to  see  his  face, 
which  was  impossible.  Probably  he  would 
not  have  made  his  confession,  but  for  the 
friendly  darkness. 

*  You  r  she  cried,  surprised  out  of  her 
own  trouble.     '  You  engaged  all  this  time, 
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and  I  never  guessed  it !  Surely  Charley 
didn't  know  ?' 

'  No.  It  is  an  old  story,  and  a  long 
story.  The  engagement  was  all  on  my 
side,  but  of  course ' 

He  paused.     She  filled  up  the  pause. 

'  It  was  an  understood  thing  between 
you  ?' 

They  reached  the  top  of  the  wooded 
bank,  and  passed  out  of  the  shadow  into 
the  clear  starlight  on  the  western  side  of  the 
reef.  There  the  water  rolled  languidly  up 
and  down  the  gently  sloping  sands,  and 
the  roar  on  the  other  side  was  deadened 
to  the  distant  hum  of  a  great  city.  Some 
night-birds  twittered  and  flew  off  as  they 
approached,  and  a  couple  of  rabbits  playing 
on  the  sward  scuttled  across  their  feet. 

Major  Mortimer  found  some  flat-topped 
stones,  and  proposed  they  should  sit  on 
them. 
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'  If  you  really  prefer  keeping  awake.'  he 
said, '  I  will  tell  you  about  my  young  woman, 
to  pass  the  time.' 

He  spoke  lightly  to  cover  his  nervous- 
ness. He  volunteered  the  story  as  much 
to  relieve  his  own  feelings  as  to  distract 
his  companion's,  and,  woman-like,  she  was 
quite  excited  to  hear  the  love-story  of  a 
man  she  had  hitherto  considered  far  too 
old  for  *  that  sort  of  thing.' 

'  I  shall  like  it  above  everything,' 
she  exclaimed.  '  I  am  so  sorry  for 
you  !' 

Then  he  told  her  how,  eight  years  ago, 
he  had  met  a  young  lady  in  London  who 
took  his  fancy  completely.  '  She  was  so 
different  to  most  girls,'  he  said.  *  She  was 
visiting  a  very  cross  married  sister,  and 
was  always  good-tempered  to  a  lot  of  little 
squalling  nephews  and  nieces — used  to 
take  them    into    Kensington   Gardens    in 
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the  morning,  and  amuse  them.  When  I 
found  out  that,  I  used  to  meet  her  there — 
accidentally,  you  know — until  I  knew  it 
was  all  up  with  me ;  and  then  I  also  knew 
how  selfish  I  had  been,  for  I  had  nothing 
beside  my  pay  as  a  captain.  I  guessed 
she  had  nothing,  because  she  lived  very 
quietly  in  an  out-of-the-way  country  town 
with  an  invalid  mother.  In  fact,  had  I 
supposed  she  had  money  of  her  own,  1 
should  have  kept  away  from  her  alto- 
gether.' 

'  I  don't  see  that,'  Janie  interrupted, 
'  and  I  don't  suppose  she  would  see  it, 
either.     One  of  you  must  have  money  !' 

'  Ah,  you  are  like  her — good  and  dis- 
interested ;  but  the  majority  of  people 
think  differently.  Well,  the  children  told 
of  our  meetings,  and  poor  Mary  got  scolded. 
And  when  I  next  called  on  her  sister,  that 
lady  accused  me  of  deceit,  and  told  me  her 
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sister  had  been  sent  home ;  in  fact,  I 
was  practically  shown  the  door. 

*  But  as  I  walked  away,  burning  with 
indignation  and  dismay,  I  met  Mary.  Her 
sister  had  told  a  lie.  The  poor  girl  was  in 
a  great  state  of  confusion,  for,  you  see, 
though  we  both  knew  we  cared  for  each 
other,  nothing  had  been  actually  said. 
How  could  I  say  anything  when  I  could 
not  offer  her  such  a  home  as  she  was 
accustomed  to  ?  But  in  the  joy  of  meeting 
her  I  said  all  I  ought  not  to  have  said, 
and  won  her,  and  we  agreed  I  was  to 
return  to  be  married  when  I  got  my 
majority.  Meantime,  I  made  her  promise 
to  tell  no  one  but  her  mother.  Of  course, 
I  did  not  know  the  mother  was  a  selfish 
invalid — I  only  knew  she  had  another 
daughter,  who  could  surely  take  care  of 
her  instead  of  Mary.  We  met  again  before 
she  left  London,  and  she  let  me  give  her 
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a  ring,  though  she  dare  not  wear  it.  She 
was  to  go  home  and  explain  all  to  her 
mother,  and  then  I  was  to  go  and  see 
her,  and  make  her  mother's  acquaint- 
ance. It  sounded  hopeful  enough,  and  I 
wondered  I  had  ever  despaired.  She  went 
away,  and  in  a  few  days  I  heard  from 
her,  and  all  my  bright  hopes  were  over- 
thrown. Her  mother  had  pined  dread- 
fully during  her  absence,  and  had  implored 
her  never  to  think  of  leaving  her 
again.  I  am  sure  she  had  cried  as  she 
wrote,  for  the  paper  was  blistered.  My 
poor  girl  blamed  herself  dreadfully  for 
having  entered  into  an  engagement  when, 
as  she  said,  her  duty  was  clearly  at  her 
mother's  side,  and  begged  me  to  free  her 
and  forget  her  !  A  very  likely  thing,  eh  ? 
I  wrote  offering  to  come  down  to  her,  but 
though  I  succeeded  in  preventing  her 
giving  me  up  altogether,  I  could  not  get 
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better  terms  than  the  promise  of  an  ex- 
change of  letters  twice  a  year  ;  and  for 
agreeing  to  that  much  she  blamed  herself 
immensely.  But  that  fiendish  sister  told 
her  mother  a  garbled  story,  and,  of  course, 
completely  upset  the  poor  delicate  woman. 
So  it  was  impossible  I  could  thrust  myself 
into  the  poor  lady's  presence,  though  I 
often  think  I  might  have  written.  Well, 
in  terror  at  her  mother's  condition,  Mary 
gave  the  rash  promise  that  as  long  as 
her  mother  lived  she  would  not  marry  at 
all.' 

'  I  think  she  was  very  weak,'  Janie 
said,  pitying  the  strong  man  at  her 
side. 

*  Oh  no  ;  she  was  but  a  girl  of  twenty. 
I  was  the  only  one  to  blame.  Remember, 
she  had  been  accustomed  to  be  kept  under 
all  her  life,  to  yield  unquestioning  obedi- 
ence, and  never  had  asserted  herself.' 

26 — 2 
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He  remained  silent,  thinking  of  his 
ruined  hopes  ;  and  the  leaves  around  them 
seemed  to  sigh  as  they  rustled  In  the  faint 
wind.  The  silence  was  more  than  Janle 
could  bear. 

'  Won't  you  tell  me  the  rest  ?'  she  asked 
gently. 

He  roused  himself. 

'  There  is  not  much  more.  I  went  down 
to  Bestmlnster.' 

'  Where  ?'  she  cried. 

*  The  place  she  lived  in — without  saying 
I  was  coming — as  soon  as  I  was  sure  her 
sister  had  gone  back  to  town.  And  then  I 
wished  I  hadn't,  for  she  was  so  heart- 
broken. Her  mother  was  too  ill  to  be 
even  told  I  was  there  ;  so  all  I  got  was  a 
miserable  half-hour,  and  the  reluctant 
promise  that  I  should  have  a  yearly  letter 
from  her.  Think  of  having  to  be  content 
with  that — a  letter  once  a  year  !     And  yet 
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what  a  boon  that  one  letter  in  twelve 
months  was !  I  had  eight  such  sweet, 
trustful,  cheerful  letters,  though  they  were 
by  no  means  love-letters.  Then  I  saw  in 
the  papers  the  mother  was  dead,  and  im- 
mediately I  wrote  and  told  Mary  I  held 
her  to  her  promise,  and  that  I  had  had  an 
unexpected  windfall,  which  would  enable 
me  to  leave  the  service  if  she  wished/ 

*  And  you  had  an  answer  that  pleased 
you  ?' 

'  Yes,  her  answer  pleased  me  mightily.' 
His  voice  was  almost  shy  with  emotion. 
*  Do  you  know,  it  came  the  very  day  you 
left  Naini  TaL' 

'  A  reward  for  your  kindness  to  us.' 

*  And  this  is  so  far  as  I've  got,'  he  said, 
with  a  broken  attempt  at  fun.  '  She'll 
soon  read  my  name  amongst  the  missing 
passengers  of  the  Elephanta.  Perhaps 
someone   amongst    the  saved  will   say  he 
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saw  me  go  down  amongst  the  dead 
men.' 

'  And  Charley  knew  nothing  of  what 
you  have  told  me.' 

'  No ;  perhaps  you  haven't  discovered  I 
am  a  bashful  man/  he  said  with  a  laugh  ; 
'  and  Scott  is  a  great  tease.' 

'  But  didn't  you  know  he  comes  from 
Bestminster  .'^' 

*  Who  "t — Scott  a  Bestminster  man  T 

*  Certainly  ;  his  brother  lives  there  now 
— -in  the  same  house  where  Charley  was 
born.  I  dare  say  Charley  is  there  now. 
1  wrote  to  him  there  last.'  Then  she 
burst  out  crying.  '  Oh,  I  shall  never  get 
a  letter  from  him  again — never  see  him 
again  !'  she  sobbed.  '  Oh,  do  you  think 
we  shall  never  get  away  from  here  T 

He  did  his  best  to  cheer  her  with 
plausible  possibilities,  and,  in  trying  to 
comfort  her,  comforted  himself. 
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'  Now,  tell  me/  he  said,  when  she  was 
calm  again,  '  did  you  ever  hear  him 
mention  the  name  of  Latimer  ?  Oh,  what 
a  fool  I  was  not  to  have  known  where  he 
came  from — living  so  intimately  together 
as  we  did,  too !' 

*•  I  can't  be  positive,  and  yet  it  has  a 
familiar  sound.  Latimer — Mary  Latimer/ 
she  repeated.  *  Yes,  yes  ;  he  was  teasing 
me  once,  when  we  were  first  married, 
I  remember,  and  said  he  was  in  love 
with  Mary  Latimer  long  before  he  saw 
me  !' 

Major  Mortimer  winced,  but  in  a 
moment  he  cheered  up. 

'  Ah,  a  boy  and  girl  affair,  probably. 
She  must  be  older  than  Scott.  She  must 
be  past  elght-and-twenty  now,  and  he ' 

*  He  is  between  six  and  seven  and 
twenty.  Besides,  I  know  he  was  only 
teasing  me.     Very  likely  he  admired  her 
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before  he  left  home,  but  he  was  a  mere 
boy  then,  you  know.' 

*  And  Scott  will  be  with  his  people  at 
Bestminster  now  ?' 

'  Perhaps  they  will  be  together — I  mean, 
your  Miss  Latimer  and  Charley,  when  the 
news  reaches  them.' 

He  said  nothing ;  but  that  idea  had 
come  to  him  before  she  put  it  into  w^ords, 
and  his  thoughts  flew  far  ahead  of  it. 
Supposing  no  rescue  came  for  years — for 
ever — might  not  the  boy  and  girl  friend- 
ship— admiration,  whatever  you  like  to  call 
it — ripen  and  end  in  marriage  }  Luckily 
for  Janie,  she  had  got  over  her  burst  of 
despair  for  the  time,  and  was  tortured  no 
further  for  the  present.  She  began  to 
think  her  companion's  continued  silence 
meant  that  he  was  tired  and  sleepy,  and 
blamed  herself  for  selfishly  depriving  him 
of  rest. 
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'  Let  US  go  back  now,'  she  said  ;  '  dawn 
must  come  soon.  I  shall  not  mind  sitting- 
alone  near  the  cave ;  and  you  must  be 
worn  out !' 

'  I  have  no  desire  for  sleep,'  he  said  ;  '  I 
have  driven  it  away  by  talking.  How 
strange  about  Bestminster  !  I  wonder  she 
never  mentioned  Scott  in  her  letters  ;  but 
then,  of  course,  we  were  only  stationed  to- 
gether latterly,  and  she  only  wrote  about 
mutual  London  friends  ;  she  was  probably 
not  aware  Scott  was  known  to  me  at  all. 
What's  his  brother  Hke  ?' 

'  Charley  didn't  talk  of  him  much  ;  I 
don't  think  they  were  fond  of  each  other. 
I  don't  remember  we  ever  had  a  letter 
from  him,  certainly  not  since  we  were 
married  ;  but,  then,  Mr.  Scott  is  only  his 
step-brother,  and  ever  so  many  years  older 
than  him,  and  I  believe  he  thought  Charley 
imprudent  to  marry  yet.' 
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*  Is  he  married  ?' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  know  that  much  ;  but  I  am 
afraid  I  didn't  take  any  particular  interest 
in  him  ;  somehow,  I  only  thought  about 
Charley  himself.' 

She  said  this  so  simply  he  could  not 
make  a  laughing  reply. 

As  they  retraced  their  steps  to  watch 
the  morning  break  on  the  western  side,  a 
figure  stepped  forward  to  meet  them. 
Jane  clutched  her  companion  in  abject 
terror ;  it  was  only  Mrs.  Mole,  who,  after 
profuse  apologies  for  creating  alarm,  said 
she  was  going  down  to  the  shore  to  see 
about  the  goods. 

*  I'm  so  anxious  about  the  wine  and 
spirits,'  she  said. 

The  Major  laughed. 

'  Oh,  they  are  safe  enough,'  he  replied ; 
'  we  took  special  care  to  pull  them  high 
enough.' 
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'  I  saw  you  did,  sir ;  but  I  wish  they 
were  adrift  again.' 

'  That  would  never  do ;  they'll  be  in- 
valuable in  the  rainy  season,  and  by  no 
means  to  be  despised  during  all  other 
seasons !' 

'  Major,'  she  said  very  earnestly,  '  with 
stores  of  good  food,  we  don't  need  the 
drink; 

*  My  good  woman,  I  respect  total  ab- 
stainers a  little,  but  moderate  drinkers 
much  more.  Remember  St.  Paul's  good 
advice  to  Timothy.' 

'  Sir,'  she  exclaimed,  speaking  in  low 
emphatic  tones,  '  I  didn't  mean  to  mention 
names,  but  I  must.  Hay  were  drunk  nigh 
every  night  on  board  ship  :  he's  all  right 
when  he's  sober;  but  he's  the  very 
devil  when  he's  drunk.  I  watched  him 
when  the  drink  were  found,  and  he 
could  hardly  contain   hisself:    you'll    have 
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your  hands  full  if  you  keep  that  liquor 
about.' 

'  The  Colonel  and  I  can  control  his 
allowance.' 

'  A  man  as  loves  liquor  as  he  loves  it  '11 
have  It  by  hook  or  by  crook,  sir.  Supposing 
— which  God  forbid  ! — anything  happened 
to  you  and  the  Colonel,  what  would  come 
of  us  women  if  he  had  all  that  drink  to 
his  hand  ?' 

'  Oh,  Mrs.  Mole  I'  Janle  cried,  appalled 
at  the  Idea  of  being  bereft  of  her  two 
friends. 

The  Major  was  struck  by  the  force  of 
her  argument,  and  she  saw  it,  and  con- 
tinued : 

*  You  can't  lock  it  up ;  he's  a  big  strong 
man ;  he  owns  no  master  on  this  Island,  I 
reckon  !  We  might,  all  of  us  against  him, 
prevent  him  getting  mad  drunk  ;  but  it 
would   be  best  to  avoid  the   poor   ladies 
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being  harried  and  frightened  to  death. 
Let  us  go  and  turn  it  adrift,  sir,  before 
he's  about  to  know/ 

'  I  don't  care  to  take  the  responsibility,' 
he  answered  ;  '  the  Colonel  is  command- 
ing officer  here,  and  Mrs.  Smith  will  wish 
to  be  consulted.' 

'  I've  thought  of  that,  sir.  If  I  may 
make  so  bold  as  to  advise  you,  you  might 
hide  a  chest  of  wine  and  a  small  keg  of 
brandy,  in  case  of  illness,  for,  of  course,  St. 
Paul  knew  what  he  were  saying  to 
Timothy ;  but  don't  wait  to  let  Hay  get 
among  that  lot  of  drink  :  he'll  lose  his  self- 
respect,  sir,  and  now  he  doesn't  know  you 
know  his  weakness.' 

The  Major  deliberated. 

*  Surely  the  Colonel  and  I  can  allow- 
ance him  and  control  him  ?'  he  repeated. 

'  A  man  as  loves  drink  '11  have  it  at  all 
costs,    sir  ;    you've   seen    enough    of  that 
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sort  o'  thing  amongst  your  men,  sir.  I 
know  it,  sir.  Why,  even  Mole  would 
stoop  to  dirty  tricks  to  get  it !' 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  stir  amongst 
the  trees  ;  the  birds  began  to  twitter,  and 
the  horizon  became  faintly  indicated — 
morning  was  at  hand. 

'  Well,'  he  exclaimed,  '  if  it's  to  be  done, 
we  should  lose  no  time.  I  think  I  may 
venture  to  act  first,  and  explain  afterwards, 
in  this  case.' 

The  three  started  off  at  once  for  the 
creek,  and  groping  their  downward  way 
carefully  amongst  the  boulders  and  trailing 
rank  grass,  were  presently  at  the  scene  of 
action.  Then  began  wholesale  devasta- 
tion. The  Major  exclaimed,  as  he  rolled 
the  cases  to  the  w^ater's  edge  and  vigor- 
ously smashed  them,  that  '  it  was  hard  to 
be  punished  for  another's  folly.' 

Fortunately,   there   were   a    few  dozens 
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of  bottles,  and  these  were  carefully  buried 
under  a  boulder ;  then  the  barrels  and 
kegs  were  broken  open  and  the  liquor 
allowed  to  escape  into  the  sea,  when  the 
coverings  were  broken  up  and  thrown  into 
the  water,  to  be  carried  off  in  the  outgoing 
tide. 

The  sun  was  covering  the  waves  with 
glory  by  the  time  their  task  was  over,  and 
all  traces  of  what  they  had  done  were 
carefully  obliterated. 

The  three  conspirators  felt  very  guilty 
as  they  went  back  to  the  grotto. 

Hay  had  got  a  fire  lighted,  and  was 
cooking  the  rabbits  caught  the  previous 
day  ;  he  had  already  milked  the  goats,  and 
the  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Sm.ith  had  gathered 
the  fruit,  while  Mrs.  Barlow  had  plucked 
leaves  and  cleaned  cocoanut-shells  to  act 
as  cups.  '  Breakfast  was  early,'  Hay  said, 
that  they  might  see  about  warehousing  the 
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Stores,  and  avoid  working-  in  the  hot  sun- 
shine. 

'  The  ladies  shall  have  a  good  dinner 
to-day,'  he  added  ;  '  there's  a  reg'lar 
Lord  Mayor's  feast  among  them  there 
stores.' 


CHAPTER  X. 

SALVAGE. 


Mrs.  Mole  exchanged  a  look  of  relief 
with  her  co-conspirators:  their  absence  had 
evidendy  occasioned  no  curiosity ;  the 
others  had  been  too  busy  to  wonder  where 
they  were. 

Hay  snatched  his  food  standing,  and, 
long  before  the  rest  had  finished,  announced 
his  intention  of  setting  to  work  without 
further  delay.  He  kept  a  half  cocoanut- 
shell  in  his  hand,  as  if  accidentally.  As  he 
moved  off  Mrs.  Mole  ran  after  him. 

*  I'm  coming  too  !'  she  cried  ;  *  one  pair 
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of  hands  can't  do  much  with  them  big 
chests  and  things.' 

He  grunted  something  about  her  mind- 
ing her  own  business,  but  she  pretended 
not  to  hear,  and  trotted  on  after  him.  She 
wanted  to  be  a  spectator  when  he  missed 
the  Hquor. 

As  she  expected,  he  went  straight  to  the 
corner  where  the  cases  of  Hquor  had  been 
put  the  night  before,  and  for  some  seconds 
he  stood  in  great  perplexity,  staring  at  the 
empty  place.  She  busied  herself  on  a 
bale  of  rugs,  with  her  face  towards  him, 
watching  him  with  furtive  glances. 

'  By  St.  Joseph  !'  he  said  at  last,  in  an 
undertone — '  by  St.  Peter  and  all  the  lot 
of  'em  !' 

'  Eh  }'  she  cried.  '  What's  that  about 
Joseph  and  St.  Peter?  What!  are  you  a 
papish  ?' 

*  Papish  or  no  papish,'  he  cried,  letting 
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his  voice  rise  in  loud  anger — '  papish  or 
no  papish,  here's  the  devil  to  pay !' 

'  What's  wrong  ?'  she  asked,  with  an 
innocent  air,  as  she  struggled  with  a  tough 
knot. 

'  What's  wrong  !  What  isn't  wrong's 
more  like  it.  What'll  the  poor  gentlemen 
say?  says  I.  'Tis  lucky  I  kept  close  by 
'em,  or  they  might  swear  'twas  me.' 

'  What  are  you  fuming  and  fretting 
about  ?' 

'  Oh,  it's  they'll  be  fuming  and  fretting 
presently  !  Gentlemen  thinks  so  much  of 
their  drink.  Do  you  suppose  there  can  be 
other  folks  besides  us  about  who've  a-done 
it?' 

*  Done  what  ?' 

'  Done  what!  Just  like  a  woman — sees 
no  further  than  their  noses  unless  it's 
another  woman's  new  gown.  Surely  you 
see  them  cases  and  kegs  of  liquor  all  put 
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alongside  here  taut  last  night  ?  They've 
gone.  I  tell  you — gone — gallons  of  good 
wholesome  heartening  drink  —  hours  of 
snug  happiness  gone — hours  o'  forgetting 
this  here  beastly  anchorage  In  the  middle 
of  a  unknown  moorings — all  gone  !  Oh, 
Joseph  and  Peter,  you've  played  me 
false !' 

*  Good  job,  too,'  she  said,  with  the  utmost 
calmness.  *  Wit's  out  when  drinks  in,  and 
you've  many  a  bad  head  spared  you,  you 
poor  fool !  but  who  says  the  drink  was 
ever  there  ?  Where  could  it  have  gone, 
think  ye  ?' 

His  face  blanched  as  he  looked  search- 
ingly  over  the  packages  again,  and  then 
said,  in  a  whisper  : 

'  Them  poor  Lascar  fellows  didn't  drink 
strong  drink,  else  I'd  fancy ' 

He  broke  off  with  a  shudder. 

'  Bless    the    man !    they   poor   souls    '11 
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hunger  and  thirst  no  more  ;  at  least,  not 
for  such  poor  wittles  and  drink  as  we 
could  give  'em.  Perhaps  with  thinking 
so  much  about  the  stuff,  you  walked  in 
your  sleep  and  rolled  it  all  back  into  the 
sea  !' 

'  Never  !'  he  shouted.  '  Sleep  nor  wake, 
I  could  never  do  such  a  wasteful  act  as 
that.  Oh  dear,  dear  !  think  of  the  poor 
gentlemen's  disappointment !  No  ;  this 
here  place  must  be  inhabited,  and  yet  I've 
beat  pretty  nigh  all  over  it,  and  there's  no 
sign  of  a  human  being.' 

'  No  ;  there's  no  two-legged  beasties  here 
but  ourselves,'  she  said.  '  Here,  come  and 
do  something  useful,  and  don't  stand  there 
gaping  like  a  gawbisson.  One  'ud  think 
you'd  lost  something  precious  by  the  fuss 
you're  making.'  But  he  could  only  walk 
round  and  round  the  heap  of  packages  in 
vain  search  and  research.     '  It  can't  matter 
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to  you/  she  added.  '  I  reckon  you're  a 
teetotaler,  ain't  you  ?' 

'  Not  exactly  a  total  abstainer  by  choice,' 
he  answered,  with  a  deep  sigh  and  a  leer. 
'  But  I'm  thinking  of  the  poor  old  gentle- 
man. Colonel  Shepherd.  At  his  age  he'll 
miss  his  grog  awful.  I've  been  told  eld 
gents  like  him  go  off  their  heads  some- 
times when  they  can't  get  their  drink 
reg'lar.' 

*  More  like  with  having  it  too  reg'lar. 
Depend  upon  it,  you  fancied  you  saw  it 
last  night.  It  were  pretty  well  dusk,  you 
know,  or  maybe  your  papish  saints  have 
played  you  a  trick.  They  may  have 
feared  you  might  drink  unfairly  to  pre- 
vent waste.' 

He  went  carefully  over  the  ground 
again,  re-examining  every  package.  Then 
he  went  to  the  water's  edge  and  surveyed 
the  wet  sands  anxiously. 
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She  gazed  anxiously,  too,  but  the  morn- 
ing's work  had  been  complete.  The  liquor 
had  been  thoroughly  washed  away.  There 
were  no  marks  of  recent  footsteps,  and  of 
broken  wood  and  floating  covers  there 
were  so  many  that  identification  of  those 
particular  cases  was  impossible.  He  pre- 
sently returned  heavily  to  where  she  still 
stood. 

'  Well  r  she  asked. 

*  Well,'  he  said,  *  it'll  be  a  terrible  blow 
to  the  gentlemen  ;  but  I  don't  mind  telling 
you,  for  you  once  see  me  rather  fresh — I 
think  it  were  on  the  Captain's  birthday — 
1  do  believe  it's  them  saints,  after  all,  and 
perhaps  it's  not  such  a  ill  trick ;  but  don't 
you  mention  it  to  anybody.  Oh  dear ! 
what  will  the  poor  gentlemen  say  ?' 

Meantime,  what  had  been  done  was  told 
to  the  Colonel  and  the  others,  and  on 
hearing  it  Mrs.  Smith  became  aware  how 
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two  of  the  party  had  spent  the  greater  part 
of  the  night. 

'  Do  you  mean  to  say,'  she  asked, 
turning  with  a  countenance  of  virtuous 
horror  to  Mrs.  Scott,  'that  you  left  our 
room  by  stealth,  when  we  were  all 
sleeping  ?' 

*  Yes,'  was  Janie's  answer.  '  1  did  my 
best  not  to  disturb  anyone.  I  felt  stifled. 
I  can't  bear  that  black  darkness,  and  it 
was  all  so  dismal  and  uncomfortable.' 

'  I  think  you  must  admit  that  /  am  likely 
to  know  what  is  comfortable,  and  luxurious, 
and  even  magnificent.  I  have  slept  in 
rooms  of  palatial  splendour,  but  even  I 
enjoyed  that  dear  little  cave,  and  slept 
calmly  and  refreshingly.  I  have  learnt 
self-control,  and  to  be  thankful  on  all 
occasions.' 

Janie  was  quite  crushed  by  the  severe 
words  and  tones,  and  cried  : 
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'  But,  indeed,  1  am  thankful,  too, 
only ' 

'  Then  you  must  have  a  weak  heart  as 
well  as  a  weak  head,'  was  the  stern  re- 
joinder. '  We  must  devise  some  light  and 
airy  sleeping-place  for  you,  for  it  will  never 
do  for  you  to  go  sleeping  about  on  the 
rocks  with  anybody.' 

Major  Mortimer  rose,  and  rushed  away 
to  hide  his  laughter.  Janie's  face  crim- 
soned ;  she  was  roused  out  of  her  girlish 
meekness  under  reproof  for  once. 

'  You  must  not  take  upon  yourself  to 
speak  to  me  so  !'  she  cried. 

Mrs.  Barlow  took  her  hand  and  fondled 
it. 

*  What  does  she  say,  my  darling  ?'  she 
asked.  *  Never  mind  what  she  says.  I'll 
speak  to  Richard  about  her.' 

Colonel  Shepherd  came  valiantly  to  the 
rescue.      He  said  : 
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*  My  dear  wife  never  could  sleep  in  the 
dark.  I  expected  some  of  you  to  rebel 
against  that  cavern  ;  but  I  am  sure  Mrs. 
Smith  means  what  she  says  in  kindness.' 

*  Certainly,  certainly,'  said  that  lady, 
who  was  quickly  cowed  by  any  exhibition 
of  wrath,  especially  in  such  an  unlooked- 
for  quarter.  'And  you  know,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Scott,  that,  though  you  are  married, 
you  are  yet  but  a  young  thing  ;  and  though 
we  are  out  of  the  world  just  now,  we  must 
continue  to  avoid  the  appearance  of  evil. 
I,  as  the  superior — I  mean,  as  the  elder — 
must  be  permitted  to  be  watchful  over  you 
all.  The  Colonel  and  myself  are  indeed 
the  heads  of  departments.' 

'  And  deportment/  the  Colonel  added. 

'  I  have  been  married  five-and-twenty 
years,'  she  continued,  'and  no  one  has 
ever  accused  me  of  levity  or  love  or 
admiration.     Smith  has  not  once  had  oc- 
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casion  to  object  to  my  manner  with  the 
other  sex.  I  am  sure,  my  dear  girl,  you 
must  know  I  am  only  anxious  for  your 
good  !' 

Mrs.  Scott  smiled.  Her  anger  had  gone 
as  soon  as  roused. 

'  And  I  am  sure,'  Mrs.  Smith  continued, 
'  we  ought  to  bear  with  one  another's  in- 
firmities, thrown  together  as  we  are,  whether 
we  like  it  or  not.  I  cannot  think  why  I 
am  so  heavily  tried — I  always  paid  my 
way  and  kept  a  liberal  table.' 

'  No  children,  and  liberal  pay,  too,'  the 
Colonel  said  in  a  low  tone,  thinking  of 
his  own  large  family  and  straitened  cir- 
cumstances. 

*  No,  I  cannot  think,'  she  added,  ignor- 
ing his  remark,  'for  what  I  am  punished 
now !' 

The  Colonel  was  bent  upon  teasing 
her. 
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'  Sins  of  the  fathers,  perhaps  ?'  he  ex* 
claimed. 

'  No,  indeed,'  Mrs.  Smith  cried,  turning 
upon  him  angrily.  '  Both  my  father  and 
Mr.  Smith's  were  quite  superior  men.  I 
wish  you  could  see  the  testimonials  and 
presentation  snuff-boxes  and  prize  cups  and 
goblets  and  salvers  belonging  to  7ny  family, 
in  a  handsome  buhl  cabinet.' 

'  Ah  !'  he  exclaimed,  as  she  stopped  to 
observe  the  effect  of  her  words.  '  Ah, 
that's  very  conclusive  !  Then  if  they  are 
not  to  blame,  it  must  be  a  case  of  Jonah 
again.  I  wonder  for  which  of  us  you 
are  now  suffering?  It  must  be  the  old 
story — you,  the  innocent,  suffering  for  one 
of  us,  the  guilty.' 

'  I  never  thought  of  that !'  she  exclaimed. 
'  That's  it,  I've  no  doubt.  What  a  com- 
forting reflection  !' 

Hay  here  came  up  gloomily,  narrating 
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the  loss  of  the  wine  and  spirits.  They 
listened  with  the  necessary  appearance 
of  astonishment,  the  Colonel  merely  re- 
marking it  was  strange  ;  but  no  doubt  they 
did  not  need  stimulants  in  that  climate, 
he  added. 

Mrs.  Smith  observed  she  was  accustomed 
to  a  glass  of  good  wine  at  dinner,  but  could 
do  very  well  without  it.  Mr.  Smith,  she 
added,  was  very  particular  about  his  cellar, 
and  always  sent  his  wine  round  the  Cape 
either  to  sicken  or  ripen,  she  forgot  whicli. 
Of  course,  '  only  rich  civilians  could  afford 
that,'  she  said  for  the  Colonel's  benefit. 

The  Major,  who  had  come  back  to  hear 
what  Hay  had  to  tell,  declared  he  had  been 
looking  forward  to  enjoying  some  good 
wine,  and  asked  if  Hay  had  no  hope  it 
might  yet  be  discovered. 

'  You'll  miss  it,  too,  won't  you  ?'  he 
added. 
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Hay  shook  his  head  dolefully. 

*  Of  course  I'm  accustomed  to  a  drain  of 
something  warming  on  Sundays,  at  least, 
and  maybe  birthdays,'  he  said  in  a  melan- 
choly tone  ;  '  but  I  feels  most  for  30U 
gentlemen.  Goat's  milk  is  innocent  drink, 
but  it  haven't  much  flavour,  have  it  ?' 
Brightening  up  a  little,  he  added  :  '  But 
I've  been  thinking,  as  I  come  along,  we 
might  try  and  ferment  the  juice  of  these 
grapes  that  are  wasting  all  round.  There's 
plenty  of  vessels  washing  up  to  squeeze  it 
into.' 

Mrs.  Smith  interposed  here. 

'  We've  better  intentions  about  the 
grapes,'  she  said,  '  than  letting  them  make 
bad  vinegar.  We  are  going  to  pick  all 
we  can  and  dry  them,  as  raisins;  when  fruit 
Is  scarce,  they  will  be  both  nourishing  and 
a  treat.' 

This  second  blow  to  his  renewed  hopes 
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Startled  the  man.  Like  all  of  his  profes- 
sion, he  was  intensely  superstitious,  and 
believing  the  saints  had  again  interfered, 
he  felt  it  useless  to  fight  against  the  super- 
natural. 

Mrs.  Smith  rose,  saying  it  was  high 
time  they  ceased  talking,  and  acted  in- 
stead. As  she  passed  Mrs.  Scott,  she 
tapped  her  cheek  kindly,  saying  : 

'  And  when  you  can't  sleep  again,  my 
dear,  wake  ?ue,  and  we'll  talk  ourselves 
sleepy.'  Then  she  waved  them  all  onward 
with  that  air  of  authority  which  was  at 
once  so  absurd  and  so  impertinent. 

One  of  the  most  valuable  discoveries 
made  amongst  the  wreckage  was  a  car- 
penter's chest,  well  stocked  with  first-rate 
tools.  With  these  the  work  of  opening 
cases  was  comparatively  easy.  The  Major, 
strong  and  athletic,  in  the  prime  of  man- 
hood,  took    the  hardest  part,    with   Hay  ; 
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while  the  Colonel,  short  of  wind  and  with 
a  constitution  older  than  his  years,  and 
still  feeling  his  bruises,  helped  the  women 
with  the  lighter  things.  They  all  found 
plenty  to  do,  for  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
everything  should  be  carried  to  the  citadel 
(where  amongst  the  closely-clustered  rocks 
were  many  cavities,  wherein  the  stores 
would  suffer  little  either  from  damp  or 
sun),  not  only  for  the  convenience  of  having 
the  things  near  at  hand,  but  because 
they  felt  it  was  not  improbable  the  whole 
of  the  lower  reef  was  occasionally  sub- 
merged. 

Mrs.  Barlow  was  as  useful  as  any  of 
them  at  first.  The  exertion  roused  her,  and 
made  her  not  only  cheerful,  but  perfectly 
sensible.  But  as  the  heat  increased,  she 
grew  exhausted,  and  was  at  last  persuaded 
to  sit  in  the  shade  and  rest.  But  after 
remaining  quiet  for  a  little  while  watching 
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the  workers,  she  strolled  off  over  the  wet 
shore,  and  there  stood  holding  her  head 
and  gazing  seawards. 

The  many  journeys  over  the  rough 
ground,  and  weighted  with  unwieldy 
burthens,  were  very  trying  to  all,  but  hard 
work  was  better  for  them  than  sitting  still 
and  thinking;  they  were  greatly  comforted, 
too,  by  the  many  boxes  of  clothing  washed 
ashore. 

The  sight  of  combs  and  brushes  made 
Janie  clap  her  hands.  Clean  pocket- 
handkerchiefs,  too,  gave  a  sensation  of  re- 
spectability extremely  welcome.  Mrs. 
Smith  alone  was  not  altogether  satisfied 
when  a  brush  on  her  bald  head  re- 
minded her  of  the  loss  of  her  borrowed 
tresses. 

'  How  my  hair  falls  off!'  she  said 
valiantly ;  '  salt  water  is  so  destructive  to 
it ;  and  then,  too,  when  it  got  loose  in  the 
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water  the  rocks  dragged  it  out  by  hand- 
fuls.' 

Hay  was  not  within  hearing,  fortunately 
for  her. 

A  hill  tent  was  found  amongst  other 
things,  and  Major  Mortimer  at  once  carried 
it  off  and  put  it  up  on  the  level  sward  close 
by  the  cave,  telling  Mrs.  Scott  it  should  be 
appropriated  to  her.  Janie  surveyed  it 
with  sparkling  eyes. 

'  It  shall  be  floored  eventually,'  he 
added  ;  '  there  are  heaps  of  planking  on  the 
beach,  and  I  pride  myself  on  being  a  gooG 
carpenter. '- 

*  Great  friend  of  her  husband's,  was  he  ?' 
Mrs.  Smith  said  to  the  Colonel ;  '  I'm  sure 
I'm  glad  of  it.' 

Mrs.  Scott  stood  looking  on  till  the 
pegs  were  all  hammered  in  and  the  ropes 
tightly  fastened,  regarding  it  with  admira- 
tion. 
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'  I  dare  say  someone  had  It  in  Cashmere,' 
she  said  ;  '  how  Httle  he  thought  where  it 
would  be  used  next !' 

She  turned  back  every  few  moments  as 
they  returned  to  the  shore  to  admire  the 
canvas  top  ;  it  was  more  homehke  than  all 
else  in  the  island. 

'  I  was  wondering  how  I  was  to  spend 
to-night/  she  continued ;  '  I  should  have 
been  obliged  to  try  that  dreadful  vault 
again — I  a7u  so  thankful  !' 

Major  Mortimer  had  an  ambitious  plan 
in  his  head — no  less  than  building  huts  by- 
and-by,  for  neither  tent  nor  cave  would  be 
pleasant  quarters  in  the  rains,  he  said. 

She  hoped  they  would  have  been  taken 
off  by  a  ship  long  before  the  rains,  she 
replied  ;  and  so  with  hope  springing  up 
she  scrambled  on  till  they  were  again 
within  sight  of  the  shore,  when  suddenly 
a  piercing  scream  rang  upwards,  and  Mrs. 
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Barlow  was  seen  wildly  flinging  her  arms 
above  her  head  as  she  stood  at  the  edge  of 
the  water,  and  then  she  fell  forward  on  her 
face  as  if  struck  dead. 

The  wild  shriek  attracted  everyone's 
attention,  and  as  Major  Mortimer  and 
Mrs.  Scott  rushed  forward,  heedless  of  the 
painful  ground,  they  saw  the  rest  of  the 
party  fly  to  the  prostrate  woman  and  raise 
her.  Then  the  cause  of  her  agonized  cry 
was  visible,  for  beneath  her  lay  the  dis- 
figured body  of  her  beautiful  merry  baby 
boy,  his  bright  curls  full  of  sand  and  weed, 
and  his  fair  round  face  and  limbs  bruised 
almost  beyond  recognition  ;  he  had  literally 
been  washed  up  to  his  mother's  feet,  and 
her  brain,  poor  soul !  had  thus  been  roused 
out  of  its  lethargy. 

She  was  not  unconscious  when  they 
raised  her  and  tried  to  soothe  her;  she 
writhed    and    screamed    again    and    again, 
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and  yet  she  knew  what  had  happened,  and 
where  she  was. 

*  Mrs.  Scott/  she  cried,  '  don't  you  re- 
member Dick's  last  words  were  "Take  care 
of  my  boy  "  ?    And,  oh  !  look  at  him  now  !' 

'  God  has  taken  care  of  him,'  Janie  said, 
weeping. 

'  But  I  didn't,'  she  raved  ;  '  he  was  so 
heavy  I  let  him  go — God  knows  I  let  him 
go  because  my  arms  were  numb  !  Oh, 
dear  Lord,  give  him  back,  or  how  shall  I 
meet  his  father  again !'  She  slipped  out  of 
the  hands  that  supported  her  and  knelt  by 
the  child  ;  she  put  her  lips  on  his,  and 
would  have  taken  him  in  her  arms,  but 
was  unable  to  lift  him  ;  then  she  looked 
beseechingly  at  Mrs.  Mole.  '  Carry  him 
up  for  me  !'  she  exclaimed  ;  '  if  we  only 
could  get  a  hot  bath  he  might  revive.' 

'  The  poor  lamb !'  the  nurse  said ; 
'  nothing    '11    revive    his    dear    body ;    he's 
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far  better  off  than  you  and  me  could  make 
him.' 

*  Dead  !'  his  mother  screamed,  looking 
wildly  from  one  to  the  other  ;  '  then  let 
me  die  too  !' 

She  set  off  running  to  meet  the  waves 
as  if  she  meant  to  drown  herself ;  but 
Major  Mortimer  caught  her,  and  as  he  did 
so  she  fainted.  They  were  thankful  to  be 
spared  the  sight  of  her  anguish  for  a  time, 
and  improvising  a  stretcher  with  a  large 
rug,  they  laid  her  on  it,  and  took  her  to  the 
tent. 

Mrs.  Smith  and  Hay  remained  to  bury 
the  poor  little  mutilated  body  ;  it  was  best 
to  hide  it  away  before  his  mother  returned 
to  consciousness.  They  emptied  a  small 
box  which  had  belonged  to  a  passenger, 
and  was  full  of  Lucknow  figures ;  then  from 
another  box  they  took  a  large  soft  towel 
for  a  shroud,  and  so  the  treasured  darling 
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was  laid  in  his  last  home.  '  Suffer  little 
children  to  come  unto  Me,  for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,'  Mrs.  Smith  said  in 
a  broken  voice  as  she  shut  the  lid  ;  then 
the  two  gentlemen  returned,  and  again  the 
Colonel  repeated  part  of  the  Burial  Service, 
and  so  another  mound  was  added  to  the 
little  cemetery. 

Mrs.  Barlow  remained  for  hours  in  a 
state  of  lethargy.  She  had  been  put  in 
the  tent  on  a  comfortable  bed  of  rugs  and 
blankets,  and  the  women  sat  by  her  in 
turn  ;  the  others  spent  the  night  close  at 
hand,  sleeping  as  best  they  could.  About 
midnight  she  recovered  consciousness  and 
asked  for  the  boy.  Mrs.  Smith  was  with 
her,  and  told  her  he  was  buried.  She  said 
nothing,  but  lay  moaning,  till  Mrs.  Smith's 
watch  was  over  and  Janie  replaced  her. 

Poor  Janie,  as  she  seated  herself  in  the 
dark,  prayed  for  strength  to  perform   her 
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duty.  She  knew  the  rest  were  just  out- 
side, and  the  first  sound  of  her  voice  would 
reach  them,  and  yet  she  quailed.  She 
bade  herself  remember  how  much  she 
owed  the  poor  creature  moaning  restlessly 
beside  her.  She  thought  of  her  kindness, 
her  gaiety,  her  brightness,  of  the  happy 
home,  the  troops  of  friends,  all  so  lately 
hers,  and  now  the  sharp  contrast !  The 
sleepless  night  and  the  day's  fatigue  and 
excitement  were,  of  course,  to  blame  for 
Mrs.  Scott's  miserable  nervousness,  but 
she  did  not  consider  that  ;  she  only  be- 
wailed her  uselessness  and  incapacity. 
Was  it  to  be  ever  so  ?  was  she  always  to 
expect  and  claim  help  and  care  and  give 
nothing  in  return  ? 

A  louder  moan,  a  more  vigorous  move- 
ment, brought  the  hot  blood  to  her  face 
and  turned  her  giddy  with  terror ;  then, 
forcing  herself  to  be  sensible,  she  moistened 
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the  poor  dry  lips,  and  waved  a  plantain-leaf 
over  the  fevered  face,  and  rejoiced  at  the 
faint '  Thank  you,  dear,'  that  told  she  was  re- 
cognised. But  again,  at  the  next  incoherent 
whisper  or  restless  movement,  the  foolish 
terror  returned  stronger  than  ever,  and 
made  her  powerless  to  command  her  voice 
to  utter  a  soothing,  tender  word.  At  last 
she  placed  her  cool  hand  on  Mrs.  Barlow's 
burning  forehead,  and  ventured  to  say  some 
loving  sentences,  and  she  was  rewarded 
immediately. 

*  Is  it  you,  dear  Mrs.  Scott  .^'  Mrs.  Bar- 
low feebly  murmured.  '  I  am  glad  it  is 
you.  You  will  stay  with  me,  won't  you  ? 
You  are  my  oldest  friend  now.' 

Surely  this  was  reward  enough,  and 
Janie  felt  strengthened  and  soothed.  Even 
when,  presently,  the  patient  started,  and, 
sitting  up,  clapped  her  hands  and  broke 
into  a  foolish  song,  she  did  not  call  out. 
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but  bravely  stifling  her  agonized  longing 
to  rush  from  the  scene,  she  did  her  best  to 
calm  and  bring  back  reason,  and,  to  her  great 
thankfulness,  the  paroxysm  passed  over. 

She  had  conquered  herself  at  last,  and 
when  Mrs.  Mole  came  in  to  take  her  place 
she  could  go  out  to  seek  rest  knowing  she 
had  fairly  and  honesdy  earned  it.  Sitting 
down  on  the  ground  beside  Mrs.  Smith,  she 
was  almost  immediately  asleep. 

'  Poor  child  !'  the  elder  lady  said,  as  the 
girl's  head  fell  against  her,  and  found  a 
resting-place  on  the  not  unwilling  arm, 
'  How  nice  to  be  her  age  !  She  sleeps 
like  a  baby,  and  has  as  litde  feeling,  I 
suppose.' 

In  a  few  moments  the  speaker  was 
snoring  heavily. 

'  Ugh  !'  said  Colonel  Shepherd,  after 
vainly  trying  to  continue  his  own  broken 
slumbers.     '  That   dear  girl  must  be  dead 
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beat  Indeed  to  sleep  through  this  noise.  I 
keep  fancying  we  are  under  the  fire  of 
heavy  guns,  and  just  now  I  dreamt  we 
were  at  battery  practice.' 

The  sun  rose  on  a  heavy-hearted  and 
heavy-eyed  party,  but  breakfast  refreshed 
them,  and  the  great  need  there  was  of  con- 
tinuing to  collect  and  shelter  the  wreckage 
obliged  them  to  shake  off  their  despondency. 
Indeed,  but  for  the  hard  work  of  those  days 
immediately  following  their  shipwreck,  body 
and  mind  would  have  sunk.  As  it  was, 
the  great  fatigue  brought  rest,  and  rest 
brought  composure. 

Sunday  came  before  the  work  of  storage 
was  complete.  Mrs.  Barlow  came  amongst 
them  that  morning,  and  enjoyed  the  treat 
of  tea  made  in  a  kettle,  and  cakes  of  flour — 
tea  and  cakes  of  such  exquisite  taste  that 
a  vote  of  thanks  was  given  to  Mrs.  Mole, 
who    stood    curtseying    and     beaming    to 
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receive  them.  The  invaHd  looked  very 
fragile,  and  the  lump  on  her  head  had  not 
disappeared.  There  was  a  certain  fiighti- 
ness  in  her  manner,  too,  and  quick  changes 
of  mood  ;  but  she  was  otherwise  recovered, 
and  thanked  everyone  sweetly  for  their  care 
of  her.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  have  her 
with  them  again.  The  fear  of  losing  one 
of  their  small  party  had  pressed  heavily, 
and  they  were  ready  now  to  make  the 
most  of  her,  and  to  be  blind  and  deaf  to 
her  peculiarities.  That  Sunday  should  be 
kept  was  determined  unanimously.  Even 
Hay  thought  that  was  the  right  thing  to 
do — '  even  though,'  he  added,  '  there  was  no 
grog  handy.' 

A  Bible  had  been  found  in  one  of  the 
trunks,  and  during  the  morning  they 
assembled  to  hear  it  read  by  Mrs.  Smith, 
who  was  the  self-elected  priestess,  because, 
as  she  explained,  her  aunt's  husband   was 
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'a  high  dignitary  of  the  Church';  but  no 
one  was  inclined  to  cavil  at  the  reader 
as  the  simple  words  of  the  familiar  narra- 
tive fell  on  their  ears.  The  thoughts  of 
most  of  them  were  far  away  while  their 
ears  drank  in  the  message  of  hope  and 
love — away  with  those  dear  ones  at  home 
who  were  probably  at  the  self-same  hour 
listening  to  like  words,  and  praying  for  all 
in  trouble  and  sorrow,  in  peaceful  ignorance 
yet  of  what  had  happened. 

A  hymn  was  proposed,  and  Mrs.  Scott 
was  asked  to  lead  it.  She  was  very  shy, 
and  the  men  were  shyer  still,  but  she  once 
more  gained  a  victory  over  herself  and 
started,  her  voice  gaining  strength  as  she 
proceeded,  and  the  others  gradually  joined 
in  : 

'  Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling  gloom, 

Lead  Thou  me  on  ; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 
Lead  Thou  me  on.' 
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How  appropriate  the  words  were  felt 
to  be  was  shown  by  the  streaming  eyes 
of  the  majority — indeed,  the  harmony  was 
marred  by  their  strong  emotion  ;  but  surely 
the  beseeching  prayer  was  heard  and  ac- 
cepted by  that  *  Light  of  the  world '  who 
can  brighten  the  darkest  path,  and  guide 
the  stumbler  safely  home,  though  the  time 
were  halting  and  the  voices  broken. 

The  pieces  of  wreckage  continued  to 
come  to  shore,  but  so  far  there  were  no 
more  dead  bodies.  The  ship  had  evidently 
broken  up  not  very  far  off,  for  the  quantity 
of  her  timbers  was  very  great.  The  men 
spent  the  day  in  going  round  the  reef; 
they  were  in  better  spirits  afterwards, 
though  the  absence  of  all  traces  of  previous 
habitation  was  more  clearly  proved — one 
reason  of  their  greater  cheerfulness  being 
the  freedom  of  the  water  from  sharks.  Of 
small    fish    and    oysters,    and    other   shell- 
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fish,  there  was  abundance  ;  dying  of  hunger 
was  not  a  likely  event.  Total  submersion 
of  the  reef  was  seen  to  be  impossible  too,  and 
with  the  many  articles  of  comfort  washed 
up,  a  continued  stay  could  be  anticipated 
without  anxiety,  and  that  a  prolonged  stay 
was  before  them  was  insisted  upon  by 
Hay,  whose  experience  could  not  be  re- 
jected. 

From  that  Sunday  they  met  daily  first 
thing  every  morning  to  read  a  psalm  and 
a  chapter,  and  sing  a  hymn  ;  and  though 
at  first  they  felt  it  to  be  a  case  of  '  How- 
shall  we  sinQ:  the  Lord's  songr  in  a  stranQ^e 
land?'  these  meetings  came  to  be  moments 
of  quiet  comfort  and  happiness  to  their 
doubting,  wearied  hearts  through  many  a 
day  which  would,  but  for  them,  have 
begun  in  sullen  dismay  and  disgust  with 
some,  and  listless  indifference  with  others. 

By-and-by,    when     the     tiring    task    of 
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carrying  and  arranging  the  stores  was 
over,  and  the  daily  work  was  evenly  dis- 
tributed, so  that  the  evening  did  not  find 
them  too  tired  for  anything  but  instant 
sleep  as  soon  as  the  darkness  prevented 
further  work,  they  amused,  or  rather  dis- 
tracted, themselves  with  songs,  and  the 
ice  once  broken,  it  was  wonderful  how 
each  one  grew  eager  to  be  heard.  Of 
the  men's  voices,  Hay's  was  the  best,  and 
his  ear  was  true.  The  gentlemen  sang 
as  gentlemen  sing  who  tell  you  they 
'  have  never  cultivated  their  voices,  but 
don't  mind  singing  to  please  you.' 

Most  of  Colonel  Shepherd's  songs  had 
been  drawing-room  favourites  forty  years 
before.  He  had  sung  them  with  great 
effect  at  mess  ever  since,  and  had  generally 
been  encored,  especially  since  he  became 
a  field  officer.  They  were  of  the  decorated 
period — that  is  to  say,  they  were    full  of 
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little  turns  and  shakes,  the  last  line  of 
each  verse  being  repeated  to  a  new  set- 
tino:,  as  in  the  old-fashioned  Church  psalter. 
He  wiped  his  eyes  over  some  of  the 
pathetic  ones  still,  for  his  heart  was  as 
'  kind  and  soft '  as  that  of  one  of  his 
heroes,  and  his  voice  never  failed  to  falter 
over  the  last  verse  of  '  She  wore  a  Wreath 
of  Roses.' 

In  Mrs.  Mole's  opinion  the  Colonel  was 
a  polished  singer;  indeed,  she  said  she  had 
never  heard  a  nigger  minstrel  to  equal 
him.  Mrs.  Mole  was  the  only  one  who 
was  not  sure  of  herself.  She  would  do  her 
best,  she  said,  when  it  was  put  before  her 
that  each  one  must  help  for  the  general 
amusement,  for  she  felt  this  was  but  fair,  and 
she  was  not  one  to  shirk  a  manifest  duty  ; 
but  her  tunes  were  mixed  beyond  her 
power  to  disentangle  them ;  for  instance, 
she  would   begin   bravely  with   '  I'll  hang 
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my  harp  on  a  willow-tree/  keeping  the 
time  like  a  trotting-horse,  but  Insensibly 
that  became  something  more  than  a  sug- 
gestion of  *  Under  the  willow  she's  sleep- 
ing.' '  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer '  assisted 
the  hero  '  Off  to  the  wars  again,'  and  as 
he  announced  his  Intention  of  '  Seeking  a 
warrior's  grave,'  the  melody  terminated 
triumphantly  In  the  '  Old  Hundredth  ;'  but 
she  was  so  sure  she  was  all  wrong,  and 
so  totally  unable  to  keep  all  right,  that 
her  hearers  would  have  died  sooner  than 
have  brought  her  to  open  shame  by  show- 
ing their  feelings. 

It  was  very  different  with  Mrs.  Smith. 
She  had  paid  a  guinea  a  lesson  in  her  youth, 
she  told  them  as  a  conclusive  proof  of  her 
undoubted  ability,  and  she  attacked  '  La 
cl  Darem  '  and  '  Roberto '  with  surprising 
vigour,  trying  back  at  the  high  notes  with 
a   fearless  audacity    that    fairly  astonished 
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her  audience.  Giuglini,  that  prince  of 
sweet  singers,  had  once  told  her  he  would 
rather  hear  her  than  Titiens  ;  Major 
Mortimer  declared  he  could  quite  believe 
it. 

The  Major  usually  listened  to  her 
lying  on  his  back,  with  his  hands  clasped 
over  his  face.  Mrs.  Scott  always  sat 
where  her  glance  need  not  fall  upon  him  ; 
Mrs.  Barlow  fairly  grinned  without  taking 
the  pains  to  turn  away.  She  herself 
had  a  beautiful  and  highly-trained  voice, 
but.  like  poor  Ophelia,  was  now  no  longer 
mistress  of  it.  She  would  not  sing  by 
herself,  but  joined  in  when  she  chose, 
generally  singing  second  to  Janie,  to  keep 
Mrs.  Smith  out  of  it,  that  lady  being  fond 
of  assisting  with  what  she  called  a  minor 
bass  ;  that  is  to  say,  she  meandered  along 
amongst  her  lowest  notes  without  any 
regard  to  harmony,  and  she  explained  this 
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to  be  a  difficult  achievement,  only  possible 
to  real  musicians.  As  for  Mrs.  Scott,  she 
delighted  in  these  concerts.  She  could 
feel  pathetic  with  the  Colonel,  sentimental 
with  the  Major — whose  favourite  ditty  was 
about  a  beloved  star,  near  and  yet  far — 
and  patriotic  with  Hay  as  his  rich  true 
notes  trolled  out  Dibdin's  or  Russell's 
or  Eliza  Cook's  songs.  She  possessed  a 
perfect  soprano  voice,  clear  and  sweet  and 
full,  and  as  she  gained  strength  and 
courage,  song  after  song  learned  long  ago 
came  back  to  her — songs  she  had  picked  up 
from  hearing  others  sing  ;  songs  she  had 
been  taught  at  school  ;  songs  of  all  sorts, 
grave  and  gay,  sentimental  and  comic : 
some  good  for  a  sweet  thought  or  a  tender 
sentiment,  some  only  good  for  the  melody; 
old-fashioned  ditties  her  nurse  had  sung  in 
the  nursery ;  songs  her  father  had  sung  to 
her   accompaniment ;  songs  Charley    used 
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to  sing — of  which  every  word  brought 
back  treasured  memories  of  those  supremely 
happy  days  when  all  the  world  was  fair. 
What  a  comfort  those  songs  were,  not 
only  to  her  audience,  who  were  carried  away 
from  the  imprisoning  island  under  their 
influence,  but  to  herself  also  !  She  saw 
what  power  she  possessed  to  charm  her 
companions,  and  was  thankful  for  it  ;  she 
was  not,  then,  utterly  burthensome  to  them. 
Janie  had  been  well  educated,  and,  as 
schoolmistresses  say,  '  highly  finished;'  that 
is  to  say,  she  could  translate  choice  pieces 
of  Dante,  could  pronounce  her  Italian 
songs  correctly,  and  knew  what  they  were 
about.  Of  German  she  knew  more,  and 
of  French  she  had  sufficient  knowledge  to 
speak  and  write  it  grammatically,  if  not 
idiomatically.  Her  mind  had  been  put 
into  training,  and  her  reading  well  directed. 
School  learning  is,  however,  but  the  path  to 
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knowledge  ;  the  seed  is  sown  in  the  fallow 
ground,  but  it  has  to  rise  and  grow  and 
strengthen  to  the  harvest,  or  waste  and 
decay  and  disappear,  according  to  circum- 
stances. 

Another  interest  arose  for  the  women 
with  the  opening  of  one  of  the  boxes. 
Needles,  scissors,  cottons,  tapes,  pins 
brought  employment  for  the  hands  which 
had  already  grown  restless  for  the  accus- 
tomed work ;  while  for  the  men  there  were 
treasures  of  penknives,  pipes,  cigars,  books. 
One  box  in  particular  was  hailed  with  de- 
light ;  it  contained,  beside  a  case  of  tooth- 
brushes, which  Hay  would  have  thrown 
aside  as  useless,  a  quantity  of  moist  water- 
colours,  camel's-hair  brushes,  and  drawing 
pencils  and  paper,  all  very  little  used. 
This  was,  indeed,  treasure  trove  to  Major 
Mortimer,  who  was  a  fairly-good  artist, 
and  he  brightened  up  as  he  took  posses- 
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slon,  and  anticipated  the  hours  it  would 
enable  him  to  pass  pleasantly. 

'  You  must  sketch  us  all,'  Mrs.  Smith 
said,  smiling  condescendingly  at  his  enthu- 
siasm, *  and  give  each  of  us  a  copy  to 
carry  home  ;  I  am  sure  ^Nlr.  Smith  would 
like  to  have  an  idea  of  our  surroundings. 
Can  you  draw  correcdy  ?  I  can  give  you 
a  few  hints  ;  I  used  to  be  very  fond  of 
daobling  in  colours  when  I  had  nothing 
better  to  do.  Stippling  was  my  forte ; 
and  my  drawing-master  said  he  never  saw 
anyone  use  body  colour  with  such  an  effect 
before.' 

'  I  can  quite  believe  him,'  said  the  Major, 
and  he  immediately  took  his  treasures 
away  and  hid  them. 

When  the  sea  no  longer  gave  up  the 
wreckage,  and  when  they  no  longer  dreaded 
finding  dead  bodies  on  the  sands  and 
amongst  the  rocks,   they  settled   down  to 
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the  daily  work,  and  it  was  astonishing  how 
much  there  was  to  do  for  all,  even  though 
Hay  and  Mrs  Mole  persisted  in  acting  as 
servants,  and  taking  upon  themselves  the 
heaviest  and  most  unpleasant  work. 

There  were  found  neither  shoes  nor  hats 
amongst  the  luggage  ;  but  Hay  taught  the 
ladies  how  to  plait  the  rank  tough  grass 
into  some  sort  of  shade  for  the  head,  and 
to  fashion  out  of  the  outer  covering  of 
the  cocoa-nuts  nondescript  articles  that 
at  least  protected  the  feet.  These  wore 
out  very  soon,  owing  to  the  sharpness  of 
the  rocks,  so  that  work  was  almost  in- 
cessant. 

The  Major  kept  hard  at  work  preparing 
wood  for  the  projected  hut ;  he  also 
fashioned  rough  tables  and  cupboards  and 
stools ;  he  aspired  even  to  making  bed- 
steads. 

Mrs.  Barlow  did  not  take  up  any  special 
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business :  she  helped  first  one  and  then 
another  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  got 
tired  ;  but  she  never  omitted  going  to  the 
Httle  grave  in  the  bay  and  covering  it  with 
fresh  flowers  first  thing  in  the  morning  and 
last  thing  at  night — that  was  never  for- 
gotten. 

As  the  weeks  went  on  and  passed  into 
months  and  never  a  sail  appeared  to  break 
the  terrible  monotony  of  sea  and  sky, 
some  sort  of  composure  and  cheerfulness 
prevailed.  The  women  no  longer  broke 
into  tears  at  a  chance  word  or  reminder, 
and  the  men  gave  up  watching  the  horizon 
— the  fact  was,  they  were  all  feeling  so 
much  better  in  health  that,  notwithstanding 
the  privations  and  discomforts,  their  minds 
benefited  also.  Formerly,  to  some  of  them 
a  plunge  into  cold  water  would  have  seemed 
little  short  of  suicide  ;  yet  now  they  had 
no  scruple  about  going  into  the  sea  at  all 
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hours,  and  drying  as  they  could  without 
changing  their  clothes.  The  young  ladies 
became  expert  shrimpers  and  swimmers. 
They  learnt  to  scale  the  jagged  rocks  and 
follow  the  goats  up  and  down  the  most 
precipitous  crags.  They  could  rob  the 
wild  bees'  honey,  and  climb  plantain-trees, 
and  then  enjoy  the  badly-roasted  and  often 
flavourless  food  without  sighing  for  the 
flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  exulting  over  the 
occasional  treats  of  tea  and  white  cakes 
as  children  exult  over  a  birthday  feast. 

Hope  was  with  Janie  generally — how 
could  she,  barely  twenty,  continue  hopeless 
when  she  felt  herself  strong  and  hearty 
as  she  had  never  been  before  ?  Of 
course  the  thoughts  of  all  of  them  were 
continually  on  the  misery  of  their  posi- 
tion, and  the  idea  of  a  long  continuance 
on  the  reef  was  an  ever-recurring  terror ; 
but    though    they    were    as    often    wet    as 
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dry,  though  the  dew  fell  on  them  by  ni.^ht 
and  frequent  showers  by  day,  though 
their  beds  were  hard  and  their  food  bad, 
though  they  were  deprived  of  comforts 
that  had  been  to  them  as  necessaries, 
and  though  they  looked  like  wild  men 
and  women,  they  were  not  often  really 
unhappy,  and  each  did  his  or  her  best 
to  be  cheerful  for  the  sake  of  all. 

Mrs.  Mole  kept  her  sorrows  to  herself ; 
it  didn't  become  her  to  intrude  her  eriev- 
ances  on  gentry,  she  said,  as  a  hint  to 
Hay,  who,  while  he  considered  it  right 
to  act  as  a  servant,  had  no  scruple  of 
sitting  with  his  superiors,  and  putting  in 
his  word. 

'  I've  got  a  lazy  jade  of  a  missis  at  Ports- 
mouth,' he  informed  them  one  day  at  dinner, 
when  Mrs.  Mole  had  as  usual  meekly  retired 
to  the  rear,  wondering  at  his  effrontery. 
'  I  wonder  if  she'll  like  having  to  take  to 
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charing  when  she  gets  no  more  o'  my 
pay  advanced  her.  I'm  main  glad  of  it 
for  her  sake.  When  I  gets  back  I  shan't 
look  her  up  if  I  can  help  it.' 

Colonel  Shepherd  was  speculating  on 
his  family  matters  in  a  very  different 
spirit. 

*  I  wonder  if  they'll  allow  pension  at 
once  .^'  he  said,  after  silently  meditating 
for  a  long  time.  '  Surely  they  won't 
excuse  themselves  from  giving  it  because 
they  can't  swear  I'm  dead  T 

The  Major  thought  that  the  survivors 
from  the  wreck  could  justly  declare  all 
the  rest  perished. 

'  But  if  there  be  no  survivors  V 

Mrs.  Smith  comforted  him,  speaking  as 
usual  authoritatively  : 

'  After  a  certain  time/  she  said,  '  the 
pension  is  bound  to  be  given.' 

*  Yes,  but  how  long  a  time  .^'  the  Colonel 
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asked.  '  I  have  never  been  able  to  put  by 
a  farthing — education  and  two  homes  to 
keep  up  prevented  any  saving  ;  my  wife 
will  be  penniless,  poor  soul  !' 

Mrs.  Smith  was  equal  to  this  also. 

'  Of  course  her  people  will  make  her 
an  allowance,'  she  remarked.  *  Her  son- 
in-law  must  give  her  a  home.' 

*  I  don't  see  that ;  besides,  she  has  no 
wealthy  relations,  and  our  daughter's  hus- 
band has  nothing  but  his  pay.  Oh,  I  do 
hope  the  India  Office  will  consider  me  dead !' 

'  How  wrong  and  foolish  of  people  to 
marry  on  nothing  but  their  pay !'  Mrs. 
Smith  cried.  '  What  can  they  expect } 
I  shall  have  a  splendid  pension,  besides 
a  good  income  from  Mr.  Smith's  savings. 
Dear  me  !  I  hope  he  won't  die  while  I'm 
here  ;  it  would  be  such  a  waste  of  pension, 
though  I  suppose  I  could  claim  back  dues  } 
There   now,  I've  lost  that  list  !     Before  I 
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left  I  got  my  husband  to  draw  out  a  state- 
ment of  his  investments  and  moneys,  in 
case  anything  happened  to  him  while  I 
was  away,  and  now  something  has  hap- 
pened to  me  instead.' 

Mrs.  Barlow  unexpectedly  put  in  her 
word.     She  said  : 

'  I  expect  our  husbands  will  think  we 
are  drowned,  and  will  marry  again  !' 

Mrs.  Smith  uttered  a  scream  : 

'  Oh,  you  naughty  woman,'  she  ex- 
claimed, '  to  put  such  a  cruel  idea  into 
my  head  !' 

'Wouldn't  it  be  fun  ?'  Mrs.  Barlow 
went  on,  growing  excited  as  she  spoke. 
'When  we  go  home  we  three  will  go 
and  meet  them  hand-in-hand,  and  sing, 
"  Three  little  maids  from  a  desert  island 
are  we  !"  Think  of  their  consternation. 
I  wonder  if  either  of  them  would  be  glad 
to  see  us  ?' 
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She  went  off  into  peals  of  laughter  ; 
Janie  flushed  up,  and  Mrs.  Smith  was 
seriously  annoyed.  She  said  she  did  not 
think  the  subject  would  bear  jesting  about, 
but  Mrs.  Barlow  was  not  to  be  silenced. 

'  I  tell  you  how  it  will  be,'  she  con- 
tinued, addressing  the  elder  lady  :  *  if  your 
husband  marries  again,  and  dies  before 
you  get  home — I  suppose  he's  an  old 
man  already,  isn't  he  ? — the  second  wife 
will  get  the  pension  without  any  difficulty, 
so  it  won't  be  wasted.  When  you  turn 
up,  you'll  have  to  share  it  with  her,  and 
the  best  thing  will  be  for  you  to  live 
together  !' 

Mrs.  Scott  put  her  hand  caressingly 
on  the  speaker's. 

'  Don't  go  on  so,  dear,'  she  said  sooth- 
ingly. '  I  am  sure  you  would  not  like  to 
think  of  Major  Barlow  with  another  wife 
before  you  are  dead.* 
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The  poor  young  woman's  mood  chano^ed 
instantly. 

*  Another  wife  !'  she  cried  ;  '  and  another 
boy  perhaps  !  No,  that  shall  never  be  i 
I'll  have  him  up  for  bigamy.  Dear  Mrs. 
Scott,  you'll  go  to  court  with  me  ?  You 
can  swear  I  am  his  wife.' 

'Come,  come  .''Mrs.  Smith  interfered,  in 
her  useful,  business-like  tone  of  command. 
'  We've  had  enough  unprofitable  gabble. 
None  of  them  can  marry  again  just  yet,  at 
all  events.  They'll  have  the  decency  to 
wait  a  short  time  first.' 

But  Mrs.  Barlow  was  not  easily  quieted. 
She  took  Mrs.  Scott  by  the  arm  and  drew 
her  away  towards  the  shore,  and  Janie  was 
glad  to  go  ;  for  the  night  was  bright  with  a 
full  moon,  and  a  broad  track  of  silver 
reached  across  the  troubled  water  to  the 
horizon.  The  air  was  fresh  and  exhilarating, 
and  the  two  young  women  felt  its  influence, 
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and  walked  briskly  over  the  sands  to  where 
the  waves  broke,  raising  their  voices  in 
song  against  the  dashing  water. 

'  Home,  Sweet  Home  '  was  the  inappro- 
priate melody  they  chose,  and  the  wind 
bore  it  back  to  the  two  gentlemen  who 
had  followed  to  the  edge  of  the  reef,  fear- 
ing Mrs.  Barlow  was  over-excited.  The 
elder  sank  down  with  his  hands  over  his 
face. 

'  Oh,  Mortimer !'  he  cried,  '  shall  we 
ever  see  home  again  ?  There  is  no  chance. 
Hay  says  there  is  none.  We  are  out  of 
everyone's  track — and  my  poor  wife  will 
never  know  !' 

He  fairly  broke  down,  while  his  com- 
panion, longing  to  say  a  word  of  comfort, 
could  not.  Day  after  day,  night  after 
night,  were  they  doomed  to  see  the  wide- 
spread waste  of  unbroken  solitude,  to  hear 
its  voice  for  ever  sounding  in  hoarse  dis- 
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quietude,  to  watch  it  ever  leapino^  and 
foaming  as  if  in  derision  ?  There  was  no 
pity  in  its  everlasting  rage,  nothing  but 
cruelty  in  its  eager  anger.  As  the  Major 
looked  forlornly  outward,  his  w-hole  soul 
in  voiceless  agony,  he  seemed  suddenly  to 
behold  the  long-desired  rescue.  Beyond 
the  outward  girdle  of  rock  there  stood  out, 
as  advanced  outpost,  a  single  pillar-like 
rock  capped  with  green — a  resting-place 
for  innumerable  sea-fowl — and  beholding 
this  rock  in  the  moonlight,  it  for  the  in- 
stant assumed  a  fantastic  resemblance  to  a 
sailing  ship,  and  completely  deceived  him. 
He  clutched  the  Colonel's  shoulder  and 
pointed,  but  as  he  pointed  the  resemblance 
vanished,  and  he  sank,  faint  and  disap- 
pointed, to  his  companion's  side. 

'  It  was  a  deception  of  the  devil's  !'  he 
said  hoarsely. 

At    that    moment    the    women    turned 
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towards  the  shore  ;  their  song  gave  place 
to  the  Evening  Hymn,  and  up  from  the 
shining  sands  came  the  tender  words  : 

'  Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear,' 

softening  Major  Mortimer's  despairing 
heart,  and  acting  as  a  balm  to  his  dis- 
content and  despair. 

*  Come  on,  Shepherd,'  he  said,  rising  up 
and  lifting  his  companion  by  the  arm  ; 
'  let's  try  and  be  thankful  we  are  not  cast 
up  here  alone.' 

'  Ah  !'  was  the  reply,  ^  that's  what  I've 
long  been  thankful  about.  And  then,  too, 
think  of  this  fresh  air.  What  would  we 
have  given  for  it  in  India  ?  We  must  not 
complain — I  mean,  I  must  not  complain. 
I  will  try  and  trust  more.' 

Mrs.  Smith  and  Mrs.  Mole  strolled  to 
meet  them  on  the  high  ridge  abov^e  the 
park. 
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'  Dear  me !'  cried  the  former,  '  I  can't 
think  how  you  can  tramp  about,  early  and 
late,  untiringly.  No  one  would  ever  sup- 
pose you  had  been  used  to  carriages  and 
horses.  As  for  me,  my  poor  feet  refuse 
such  incessant  and  unaccustomed  labour. 
Even  in  England  I  alvvays  drove,  and  it 
requires  a  very  handsome  income  to  drive 
everywhere  in  England.' 

'  We've  been  enjoying  the  moonlight  on 
the  water/  Janie  said,  coming  up  with 
Mrs.  Barlow,  who  was  quite  calm  and 
sensible  aeain.  '  It  makes  the  weaves  look 
like  liquid  silver,  and  the  wind  is  so  soft 
and  sweet.' 

'  Liquid  silver  !'  Mrs.  Smith  repeated, 
with  a  sniff  of  disdain.  '  More  like  ginger- 
beer — isn't  it.  Mole  ?' 

'  It  reminds  me  of  washing-days,'  sighed 
Mrs.  Mole.  '  Ay,  but  it  will  be  a  treat  to 
see  soapsuds  in  a  washing-tub  again  !' 


CHAPTER  XI 


PRISONERS    OF    HOPE, 


The  first  rainy  season  was  very  trying, 
though  the  Major  had  managed  to  get  a 
well-raised,  boarded  hut  up  before  it  began, 
in  which  the  entire  party  could  sleep  secure 
from  damp  ;  and  at  first,  when  the  deluges 
fell  incessantly  and  the  tall  trees  bent 
before  the  awful  hurricanes,  w^hen  the  very 
rocks  were  impassable  with  the  slimy 
weeds  and  mosses  which  sprang  into  life 
and  covered  them,  when  the  lake  over- 
flowed its  banks  and  swamped  its  fertile 
borders,  when  the  goats  huddled  together 
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under  the  rocks,  when  creeping  things 
innumerable  swarmed  everywhere,  and 
gigantic  winged  insects  held  high  revelry 
even  in  the  sacred  shelter  of  the  tent 
— it  was  difficult  to  keep  up  appear- 
ances. 

The  tent  had  to  be  struck  ;  it  could  not 
stand  against  the  blasts  that  hurled  them- 
selves through  the  ravine  and  made  any 
attempt  to  reach  the  heights  dangerous — 
those  screaming,  howling  blasts  that  in  the 
darkness  of  the  nieht  made  Mrs.  Scott's 
heart  beat  violently  with  childish  terror — 
and  on  many  days  it  was  impossible  to 
cook  their  food,  or  even  venture  out  to 
milk  the  goats.  That  was  a  time  of  great 
suffering  to  the  delicately-nurtured  w^omen 
and  badly  clothed  men  ;  but  they  suffered 
patiently,  thankful  they  were  sure  to  a 
certain  extent  of  being  neither  swamped 
nor    blown    away.       But    patience    has    its 
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limits,  and  after  enduring  misery  for  a  few 
days,  some  of  them  began  to  question  the 
need  of  enduring  further. 

First  Hay  said  '  he'd  as  soon  die  out- 
side as  inside.'  Then  Major  Mortimer 
followed  him  out,  then  Janie  declared  if 
the  men  could  stand  against  it  so  could 
she,  and  Mrs.  Barlow  would  not  be  left 
behind.  Mrs.  Smith  uttered  many  awful 
prophecies  as  to  the  penalties  incurred  by 
the  foolhardy,  and  the  poor  Colonel,  racked 
as  he  was  with  rheumatism,  knew  he 
must  wait  till  the  damp-laden  wind  was 
lower. 

*  Nothing  venture,  nothing  have !'  cried 
Janie  when  she  returned  to  the  hut,  bright 
and  rosy  from  battling  with  the  storm.  '  It's 
much  nicer  out  than  you  think,  if  you  keep 
in  the  shelter  ;  and  the  sea  is  a  sight  to  be 
seen — oh  !  so  glorious,  leaping  and  dashing 
magnificendy  !' 
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*  But  you  are  just  drenched  !' 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Smith,  it's  warm  rain  ;  it 
won't  hurt.  No  ;  why  should  I  change  ? 
I  should  only  be  wet  through  again  directly. 
Oh,  it's  lovely  !' 

And  off  she  darted  again  ;  and  from  that 
time  forth  the  weather  never  kept  them 
prisoners,  and  they  were  astonished  to  hnd 
how  quickly  they  forgot  its  misery,  and 
how  little  it  affected  their  health.  Except 
the  poor  Colonel — but  then  he  was  the 
eldest  of  the  party.  Major  Mortimer  and 
Hay  used  to  rub  him  down  Indian  fashion 
— mulling  they  called  it,  massage  we  call  it 
now — and  trot  him  about  in  the  rare 
intervals  of  sunshine  ;  and  for  his  amuse- 
ment they  set  up  leaping-poles,  and  a->- 
tonished  him,  and  themselves  too,  by  their 
athletic   performances.      '  Our  Braves.'    he 

dubbed     them,    inciting    them    to    greater 

It 

efforts  by  his  plaudits,  and  telling  them  of 
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feats  he  had  witnessed  at  native  courts, 
which  he,  too,  had  once  performed,  before 
ague  and  rheumatism  had  stiffened  his 
joints. 

When  the  hut  door  could  be  kept  open, 
and  the  moonhght  Hghted  the  level  space 
before  it,  dancing  was  indulged  in,  and 
from  that  exercise  the  Colonel  was  not 
excused.  No  bashful  holding  back  was 
permitted  him,  and  when  he  had  been 
coached  up  sufficiently  in  private,  he  was 
rewarded  by  Mrs.  Smith's  hand  in  the 
waltz  in  public.  She  excelled  in  this  ac- 
complishment as  in  all  others  ;  her  swim- 
ming motion,  her  set  countenance,  her 
nondescript  attire,  presented  a  laughable 
picture,  though  ihey  were  all  queer-looking 
enough,  as  they  danced  about  in  their 
bedraggled  and  ill-fitting  garments  and 
straw-shod  feet. 

It    was    difficult    to    keep    Mrs.    Barlow 
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civil  at  these  times  ;  she  would  stop  her 
own  gyrations  to  watch  Mrs.  Smith's,  and 
then  be  doubled  up  with  mocking  laughter. 
F'ortunately,  Mrs.  Smith  did  not  guess  she 
was  the  cause  of  the  excitement,  for  the 
Major  and  Janie  hid  their  amusement 
cleverly.  Nor  had  she  an  idea  her 
grotesque  figure  had  been  cleverly  immor- 
talized by  the  Major's  pencil. 

Hay  could  dance  the  sailor's  hornpipe 
well,  and  was  proud  of  his  gift,  and  when 
he  performed  he  expected  his  audience  to 
sit  silently  round  him  in  befitting  attention, 
for  it  was  a  solemn  time  to  him,  and  his 
face  was  appropriately  set ;  even  Mrs. 
Barlow  felt  it  to  be  no  laughing  matter, 
and  watched  him  with  deliberate  pro- 
priety. 

Mrs.  Mole  would  not  assist  in  the  least 
on  these  occasions.  She  '  hoped  she  knew 
her  place  better,'  she  said  ;  but  she  volun- 
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teered  to  amuse  them  in  another  way,  by 
telling  them  a  story,  and  her  stories  were 
worth  listenino-  to,  not  only  on  account  ot 
their  intrinsic  merit,  but  because  of  the 
manner  in  which  she  told  them,  evidently 
taking  as  her  model  the  local  reciter  at  a 
penny  reading,  who  stands  forth  with 
dilated  nostril,  elevated  chin,  a  gende  see- 
saw movement  of  the  body,  and  a  wave  of 
each  hand  alternately.  So  would  Mrs. 
Mole  stand  forth  to  tell  her  stories,  and 
the  hero  of  the  one  in  question  was  that 
gallant  gunner,  Mole. 

Her  companions  were  pretty  well  ac- 
customed by  this  time  to  Mole's  gallant 
deeds,  and  could  have  passed  an  examina- 
tion on  his  manly  virtues,  but  something 
new  respecting  him  was  ever  cropping  up. 
Mole  had  performed  such  prodigies  of 
valour  that  the  wonder  was  he  had  died 
untided    and    unrewarded.       General    Sir 
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Frederick  Roberts  seemed  somehow  to 
have  come  In  for  the  kudos  due  to 
Sergeant  Mole;  but  as  Mrs.  Mole  expressly 
said  she  did  not  wish  to  infer  that  the 
laurels  decked  the  wrong  brow,  it  was  for 
others  to  say  they  did. 

During  Mole's  service  in  Afghanistan, 
he  had  written  of  his  doings  very  fully  to 
his  wife,  and  she,  faithful  soul  !  had  most  of 
these  heroic  epistles  off  by  heart. 

Now,  as  they  seated  themselves  to  listen 
to  her  promised  narration,  they  found  it 
was  again  to  refer  to  her  husband's  warlike 
deeds  of  daring. 

*  I  remember  another  letter  you  haven't 
heard,'  she  began ;  '  perhaps  it  may  in- 
terest you,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and 
Hay.' 

Of  course  they  all  declared  it  must 
interest  them  if  it  was  about  Sergeant 
Mole,    and    she    at    once    commenced — 
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exactly  as  if  she  had  the  letter  in  her  hand 
under  her  eyes  : 

'  "  My  dear  wife  " — ah  !  that's  me,'  she 
added  parenthetically. 

'  ^'  I  received  your  kind  and  loving  letter, 
which  found  me  as  well  as  you  say  it  left 
you,  thank  God  I  We  are  in  a  great  and 
mountainous  countr}',  inhabited  by  a  fierce 
race  of  men,  which  is,  in  fact,  almost 
giants."  ' 

'  I  wasn't  in  that  campaign,'  said  the 
Colonel. 

'  No,  sir  ;  he'd  left  }our  battery  the  year 
before,  you  recollect  ?' 
'  Ah !'  said  the  Colonel. 
'  "  The   commander-in-chief,"   continued 
Mrs.  Mole,   "  he    come    up   to  our   Major 
yesterday   and  says,  says   he,  '  Why  don't 
you  get  rid  of  that  there  irritative  fire  from 
that   there   ugly    bastion  ?'    says    he.      My 
dear  wife,  you  may  not  know   a  bastion  is 
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a  battlemented  tower  of  enormous  size  and 
strength,  the  centre  of  a  mighty  fort,  and 
the  ofuns  from  this  bastion  used  to  rake 
our  camp."  ' 

'  Badly  pitched  camp,'  the  Colonel  ex- 
claimed ;  '  but  I  don't  want  to  interrupt 
you,  Mrs.  Mole.' 

'  You  speak  like  a  book,  Mrs.  Mole,'  said 
the  Major. 

'  Thank  you,  sir,'  she  said,  curtseying. 
'  Mole  had  the  gift  of  letter-writing.  Well 
— where  was  I  ?'  and  she  whispered  the 
last  sentence  to  herself  to  help  her  to  the 
next. 

*  Oh,  well,'  she  continued  aloud,  '  it's  this 
next :  ''  The  Major,  he  said,  '  There's  only 
one  man  as  I  knows  on  as  can  silence 
that  bastion,  sir,  and  he  doesn't  belong  to 
my  battery,  which  his  aim  is  marvellous, 
and  which  his  name  is  Mole  !' 

'  "  '  Mole  !'  says  the  commander-in-chief. 
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*  why,  Mole   seems  to   be   iniquitous  ;  he's 
here,  there,  and  everywhere  ;  nobody  seems 
to  be  able  to  do  nothing  without  him  !  well, 
then,  call  Mole  to  me,  w^herever  he  may  be  !' 
'  *'  So  I  were  called  ;  at  least,  as  a  soldier's 
wife    you    ought    to    know    we    don't    call 
soldiers  :   we    bugles.     So    I    ran    up    and 
saluted  ;    and  Sir  Henry  was  took  by  my 
appearance,  I  could  see."     He  were  always 
smart  and  trim,'  she  said,  sighing.      'Well, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  and   Hay,  the  letter 
says  again  :  *'  And  he  says,  'Mole,  my  good 
friend,  knock  me  down  that  bastion.'     So  I 
said:   'All  right,  sir!'  and  I  haimed  ;  and  1 
said  :    '  Fire !'    and    when   the   smoke   was 
a-cleared  away,  the  mighty  bastion  was  clean 
gone  !"  '     She  stood  silent  for  a  moment  to 
watch  the  effect,  before  she  added  :  '  The 
rest  is  only  domestic  ;   I   need  not  trouble 
you  with  it.' 

*  A  capital  letter  !'  said  the  Colonel. 
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'  Admirable  !'  said  the  Major. 

And  there  was  a  chorus  of  '  Thank  you's' 
from  the  ladies. 

*  He  were  a  good  trumpeter,  were  Mole  !' 
Hay  said  in  a  low  but  very  distinct  tone. 

'  He  were  a  sergeant  !'  said  his  widow. 

'  I  don't  deny  his  rank  in  the  army/  was 
the  rejoinder  ;  'I  only  said  he  were  a  good 
trumpeter.' 

'  He  were  educated  above  his  station  ; 
he  could  write,'  she  said  severely,  '  and 
read  !' 

Hay  lounged  off,  looking  uncomfortable, 
for  he  could  do  neither. 

Hay  had  a  good  many  stories  to  tell,  in 
which  he  was  his  own  hero ;  but  he  had 
been  in  no  glorious  campaigns,  like  Ser- 
geant Mole.  The  roll  of  the  drum,  the 
roaring  of  cannon,  and  the  tramp  of  the 
host,  were  absent  from  his  narratives  ;  but 
he,  like   St.    Paul,   had   been   in    perils    of 
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water  and  robbers  ;  he  had  been  ship- 
wrecked years  ago,  and  had  been  reduced 
to  eating  rats.  He  would  tell  this  horrible 
story  again  and  again.  He  had  been 
nearly  killed  when  he  was  a  miner  in  his 
boyhood  by  the  falling  in  of  a  shaft,  and 
his  food  on  that  occasion  had  been  a  tallow- 
candle  ;  and  he  had  had  many  dangerous 
encounters  with  sharks,  '  both  sea  and 
land  sharks,'  as  he  invariably  added. 
He  did  his  best  as  he  talked  to  keep 
free  of  oaths,  and  when  by  chance  one 
slipped  out,  he  wiped  his  lips  with  the 
back  of  his  horny  hands,  and  '  hoped  no 
offence.' 

To  spin  out  these  stories  as  much  as 
possible  was  everyone's  aim  ;  they  would 
discuss  them,  and  ask  questions,  as  if 
they  were  news  just  read  in  the  daily 
paper. 

Occasionally   Mrs.   Smith   would  volun- 

VOL.  II.  31 
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teer  an  experience,  and  titled  friends 
would  be  dragged  forward  without  aim 
or  reason,  unless  to  astonish  her  hearers. 
Most  of  her  acquaintances,  and  many  of 
her  relations,  belonged  to  the  peerage  ;  yet 
she  was  not  always  correct  about  their 
proper  titles,  which  was  strange.  She 
would  speak  of  a  baronet's  wife  as  the 
Lady  John  Smith,  and  all  the  younger 
children  of  barons  as  lords  and  ladies, 
while  the  sons  of  dukes  were  merely  right 
honourables.  It  was  all  very  confusing, 
but  none  the  less  entertaining  to  her  better- 
informed  listeners ;  while  Hay  and  Mrs. 
Mole  were  greatly  taken  with  her  great 
connections.  Only  once  did  Hay  take 
exception,  and  that  was  when  she  spoke 
of  staying  with  friends  who  kept  seventeen 
indoor  men-servants,  but  were  content  to 
be  waited  on  by  three  only  when  they 
dined  alone  !   ten   of  these  servants  were 
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butlers,  she  averred.  Even  Mrs.  Mole 
considered  ten  butlers  nine  too  many. 

'  The  biggest  bounce  I  ever  heard  tell 
on  !'  said  Hay  afterwards. 

'  You  and  me  isn't  judges  of  gentry's 
doings,'  said  ^Nlrs.  Mole. 

'  I  knows  a  bounce  when  I  hear  it.'  he 
said. 

Even  Mrs.  Mole's  demure  face  was 
wreathed  in  smiles  when,  at  last,  the  rains 
lifted  and  all  the  glories  of  sunshine  re- 
turned —  the  verdant  slopes,  the  trees 
and  shrubs  in  brilliant  bloom,  the  pure 
tints  of  earth,  air  and  sky,  the  joyous  songs 
of  birds  and  bleating  of  goats,  the  magnifi- 
cent clouds  rolling  off  the  face  of  the  deep- 
blue  sky,  the  sheen  on  the  calming  waters, 
the  wealth  of  shells  left  on  the  shore. 
Janie  and  Mrs.  Barlow  were  like  girls  let 
loose  from  school  ;  they  scampered  about, 
decking  themselves  with  flowers,  restoring 

31—2 
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order  to  damaged  plants,  bathing,  fishing, 
singing,  in  the  restored  gladness  of  nature ; 
and  as  the  genial  heat  relaxed  the  Colonel's 
muscles,  he,  too,  came  back  to  cheerful- 
ness. 

Janie  was  with  him  on  the  smooth 
sands  the  first  time  they  were  able  to 
scramble  down  again  without  fear  of  slip- 
ping headlong  from  top  to  bottom,  and 
together  they  visited  the  little  cemetery. 
It  was  all  in  good  order  ;  no  storm  had 
disturbed  the  sheltered  nook,  and  the 
graves  were  green  with  tender  grass, 
the  baby's  grave  excepted  :  on  it  was  a 
heap  of  gorgeous  flowers,  freshly  placed 
there,  and  in  shells  at  its  foot  the  baby's 
name  was  written. 

The  Colonel  took  up  a  bit  of  stick,  and 
retracing  his  steps  to  the  smooth,  wet 
sand,  wrote  his  own  name  there.  He 
was  thinking  how,  in  all  probability,  some 
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one  of  his  companions  would  have  to  write 
it  for  him  some  day  when  he,  too.  was  laid 
to  rest. 

Mrs.    Scott    guessed    his    thoughts,   but 
would  not  encourage  them. 

*  What  a  good  idea !'  she  cried.  '  We 
shall  all  forget  to  write  without  practice.' 
And  she  began  to  write  too — names  of 
persons,  and  places,  and  sentences  ;  then 
the  others  took  to  doing  the  same  ;  it  was 
at  least  a  variety  of  amusement  to  all,  while 
to  some  it  was  more ;  it  was  an  actual  relief 
to  see  beloved  names  again — names  of  dear 
ones  far  away.  Some  of  them  would  spend 
hours  down  on  their  knees  pouring  out 
the  pent-up  love  of  their  hearts,  and  erase 
it  all  again  with  a  pang. 

Mrs.  Smith  loved  to  ornament  the  shore 
with  addresses:  '  T.  Smith,  Esq.,  C.S.I., 
S.I.,  Chief  Commissioner,'  etc.,  etc.,  was 
frequently   to  be   seen  ;   but  Mrs.    Barlow 
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never  got  beyond,  *  Sacred  to  the  memory 
of  Maurice,  the  beloved  only  child  of 
Richard  and  Lydia  Barlow,'  adding  as  a 
text,  '  Take  care  of  my  boy.' 

In  vain  Janie  reasoned  with  her,  and 
tried  to  make  her  put  some  sacred  hope- 
ful words.  She  would  listen  and  smile, 
but  never  alter,  and  would  begin  again 
either  with  a  pointed  stick,  or  with  shells, 
the  same  unaltered  inscription.  Another 
diversion  was  found  when  an  echo  was 
discovered  in  one  of  the  further  openings, 
but  only  the  younger  ones  indulged  in  it  ; 
there  they  would  stand  calling  and  listen- 
ing, while  tears  coursed  down  their  faces 
as  the  familiar  names  came  back  to  them 
mockingly. 

By  the  end  of  the  year  they  had  lost 
count  of  the  day  of  the  month,  and  were 
not  quite  sure  to  within  an  hour  or  two 
of  the   time ;   but   their  condition  was   in 
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many  other  respects  improved.  Beside 
the  sleeping-hut,  the  Major  had  contrived 
an  open  shed,  furnished  with  a  tressle 
table,  and  forms  for  meals  ;  a  railed-in 
space  for  penning  the  goats  at  night,  to 
save  flying  half  over  the  reef  after  them 
in  the  morning  at  milking-time  ;  and  the 
kitchen  was  placed  behind  a  leafy  screen 
of  shrubs,  and  protected  from  the  weather 
by  a  light  roof,  supported  by  wooden 
uprights. 

Order  and  taste  had  done  wonders,  and 
discipline  and  regularity  at  last  reigned 
triumphant.  They  had  become  almost  in- 
different to  the  seasons.  They  no  longer 
laughed  at  each  other's  grotesque  appear- 
ances, and  hardly  smiled  when  Mrs.  Smith 
appeared  in  poor  Mr.  Harris's  faded  violet 
coat,  which  she  wore  with  great  com- 
placency over  a  green  baize  short  petticoat 
manufactured  by  Janie's  clever  fingers  out 
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of  a  curtain  found  amongst  the  rugs. 
They  all  wore  hats  of  plaited  grass,  greatly 
improved  in  style  by  constant  practice,  and 
had  learnt  to  fit  their  feet  neatly  and  closely 
with  the  like  material.  When  anyone's 
rags  would  no  longer  hold  together,  the 
stores  were  searched  and  a  substitute 
found  somehow.  Hay  could  convert 
petticoats  into  trousers  ;  but  as  nearly  all 
the  clothing  in  the  washed-up  boxes  had 
belonged  to  the  lady-passengers,  there  was 
very  little  suitable  for  men's  wear,  and 
consequently  the  men  fared  worse  than  the 
women  in  that  respect.  Janie  and  Mrs. 
Barlow  managed  to  ornament  themselves 
when,  the  business  of  the  day  over,  they 
'  dressed  for  dinner.'  Pearl-like  shells 
strung  together  adorned  their  necks 
and  arms,  and  they  wreathed  their 
heads  with  flowers.  Plantain-leaves  or 
palm-leaves    sufficed     for    fans,    and    thus 
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decorated  they  professed  themselves  ready 
for  any  society. 

Janie  had  altered  marvellously  during 
the  year.  Even  Mrs.  Smith  admired 
her. 

'  Poor  thin,  sallow  creature  that  she  was 
when  she  came  on  board,'  she  said  to  the 
Colonel  ;  '  no  one  would  know  her  for  the 
same  now.' 

'  A  daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  tall 
and  most  divinely  fair  !'  the  Colonel  said 
gallantly,  looking  after  the  girl  as  she 
passed  alonor  a  pathway  half  up  the  wooded 
slope  before  him,  driving  the  goats  before 
her  and  carrying  a  little  kid. 

'  Well,  I  don't  know  about  fair — in  one 
sense,  at  least,'  she  replied  ;  *  her  hands  are 
bronze,  at  any  rate.  But  she's  a  very 
handsome  young  woman  ;  her  cheeks  and 
chin  are  rounded  like  a  statue's,  and  her 
hair    looks   as   if   every   thread    had    been 
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gilded.  Have  you  ever  noticed  it  in  the 
sun  ?  It  positively  looks  as  if  it  had  been 
burnished.  Ah,  it  seems  only  the  other 
day  mine  was  just  the  same.  Yes,  she's  a 
pretty  creature — a  nice-mannered  creature, 
too,  isn't  she  }' 

'  Ah  !'  he  said,  with  a  sigh,  '  how  could 
we  have  got  on  without  her  .^  If  my 
daughter  is  half  as  sweet  and  good,  I  shall 
be  content.' 

'  She  takes  my  advice  most  properly,' 
continued  the  lady.  '  Of  course,  it  has 
been  a  great  thing  for  her,  having  my — 
well,  I'll  say  our  company  constantly  ;  and 
she  has  the  sense  to  profit  by  it.  I  couldn't 
have  believed  she  could  have  bloomed  out 
into  such  a  beautiful,  noble  appearance.  I 
wish  Mr.  Smith  could  see  her ;  he's  a 
great  judge  of  beauty.' 

'  So  I  should  say,'  said  the  Colonel, 
smiling  at  her. 
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'  Oh,  I'm  not  much  just  now,'  she  repHed, 
appropriating  the  inference  at  once  ;  *  but 
we  can't  be  young  and  lovely  for  ever.  I 
hope,'  she  added,  after  a  pause — '  I  do 
hope  Mortimer  won't  make  a  fool  of  him- 
self over  her.      He's  always  after  her.' 

'  Good  heavens  !  pray  mind  what  you 
say !'  cried  the  Colonel,  in  a  great  state  of 
indignation.  *  Why,  he  knows  she's  married, 
doesn't  he  ?  Isn't  her  husband  his  great 
friend  ?' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  say  anything  against  him  ; 
only  I  remember  that  night,  you  know, 
when  he  and  she  mooned  about  together, 
and  I'm  always  suspicious  of  men  who 
don't  marry.  He  ought  to  be  the  father 
of  a  family  at  his  age,  instead  of  kicking 
his  heels  about  as  a  bachelor  here  !' 

*  He'd  like  the  chance  of  kicking  them 
about  elsewhere !'  roared  the  Colonel,  quite 
beside  himself  at  the  unfounded  suspicion. 
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'  Good  heavens !  what  do  you  know  about 
him  ?  He  may  be  married  for  aught  you 
know  ;  his  wife  may  be  a  lunatic.  Or  he 
may  be  engaged  all  this  time  ;  he  may  have 
been  too  poor  to  marry.' 

'  You  need  not  deafen  me,  Colonel 
Shepherd,'  she  said,  drawing  herself  up 
and  letting  her  voice  drawl.  '  I'm  sure 
I'm  very  sorry  for  him  ;  it  must  be  a 
great  expense  having  to  keep  his  wife  in  a 
private  asylum.  A  friend  of  mine  paid 
five  hundred  pounds  a  year  for  her 
husband  ;  but  it  was  cheaper  than  keep- 
ing  ' 

'  My  dear  lady  !'  the  Colonel  interrupted, 
'  I  don't  believe  he  is  afflicted  with  a  wife 
at  all.' 

'  No,  very  likely  not,'  she  added  ;  '  it's 
want  of  means,  most  likely.  These  army 
men  generally  carry  all  their  fortunes  on 
their  backs — all  show,  most  of  them — and 
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yet  they  carry  all  before  them.      But,  then, 

girls  are  such  fools  ;  they Oh,  realh', 

I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  always  forget  you 
are  military  ;  you  look  so  like  a  civilian — 
so  much  dignity  and  power.  You  forgive 
me,  don't  you  ?' 

'  Now  you  bribe  me  with  flattery !'  he 
exclaimed.  'But,  nonsense  aside,  you  must 
really  forget  all  these  base  suspicions  ;  they 
are  as  dishonourable  to  you  as  to  Mor- 
timer.' 

The  Colonel  had  a  simple,  kindly  nature, 
and  with  that  a  cultivated  mind.  In  his 
youth  he  had  travelled  much,  and  in  his 
middle  life,  when  he  was  deprived  of 
domestic  companionship,  he  kept  himself 
from  melancholy  musing,  as  well  as  from 
bad  habits,  by  study,  incited  to  the  latter 
by  an  idea  of  keeping  pace  with  the  sons 
at  home,  for  whose  education  he  was  him- 
self exercising  the  strictest  economy.    The 
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fancy  he  had  taken  to  Mrs.  Scott  on  board 
ship  had  deepened  into  sincere  regard,  and 
on  her  part  Janie  had  learned  to  consider 
him  as  a  second  father.  She  had  never 
confessed  what  a  disappointment  her  father 
had  been  to  her,  but  it  had  been  very 
great ;  and  now  she  gave  all  the  confidence 
and  affection  that  father  had  not  cared  to 
receive  to  this  good  friend  and  companion, 
sure  of  his  sympathy  and  patience. 

'  I  can't  think  why  she  doesn't  keep  with 
me,'  Mrs.  Smith  said,  as  she  saw  the  two 
sitting  apart  time  after  time  in  apparently 
earnest  talk.  '  Some  women  must  always 
have  a  man  with  them — old  or  young,  it 
doesn't  matter  which.  I'm  thankful  to  say 
I'm  not  one  of  that  sort.  I  don't  think 
Scott  would  be  best  pleased  to  see  his  wife 
console  herself  so  soon.' 

*  'Tisn't  always  them  as  talks  the  most 
that  feels   the   most,'    Hay   said,   breaking 
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into  the  conversation  before  Mrs.  Mole,  to 
whom  the  remark  was  made,  could  reply. 
'  Mrs.  Scott  likes  sensible  talk  ;  she's  above 
women's  cackle.' 

'  Hay  !'  Mrs.  Smith  cried,  drawing  her- 
self up,  and  waving  her  hand  as  if  to  dis- 
miss him  from  her  presence,  '  that  will  do ; 
you  forget  yourself 

He  touched  his  brow — he  had  no  hat  to 
touch — and  moved  away. 

'  I  lay  that  there  Smith  be  enjoying  of 
himself  tremendous  !'  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
came  up  to  Major  Mortimer  at  work 
carpentering. 

'What's  up  now,  Hay?'  asked  the 
Major. 

'  Oh,  she,'  beckoning  backward  with  his 
thumb  as  he  spoke — '  she  do  think  herself 
so  sooperior,  she  do !  I  don't,  though  ;  I 
think  Mrs.  Scott  is  as  much  her  sooperior 
as — well,  as  you  be  mine,  sir.' 
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The  Major  hammered  at  an  obstinate 
nail  before  he  observed,  with  a  grave 
face  : 

*  Order,  order  !  You  must  remember 
Mrs.  Smith  was  a  Httle  queen  once,  and 
can't  forget  it.' 

'  No ;  and  she  won't  let  us  forget  it, 
neither.  So  were  Mrs.  Mole,  by  her  own 
showing,  and  I  don't  want  to  say  a  word 
again  either  of  'em  ;  only  I  wish  Mr. 
Smith,  commissioner,  had  her  back  again, 
and  Mole  had  never  blown  up  that  there 
mighty  bastion.' 

So  in  the  little  community,  isolated  from 
the  world,  and  placed  in  a  second  garden 
of  Eden  though  it  was,  all  the  failings  of 
the  world  prevailed ;  but  it  was  bound 
together  by  no  common  ties,  and  if  evil 
speaking,  lying  and  slandering  prevailed, 
they  never  appeared  in  open  unkindness. 
There    was    something   good    in    each    of 
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them,  and  on  occasion   each  would  act  for 
the  other  as  for  himself. 

So  time  went  on.  and  stores  diminished, 
and  yet  never  a  sail  rose  on  that  far-off 
horizon.  Hope  often  failed  them.  There 
were  hours  when  they  could  not  even  pre- 
tend to  be  interested  and  amused — when 
one  or  other  would  disappear  from  the  circle, 
and  come  back  with  sad  face  and  dejected 
air  ;  when  a  sob  would  burst  out  from  the 
women's  side  of  the  sleeping-hut,  and  ahead- 
ache  often  be  pleaded  for  a  heartache.  The 
Major  was  the  most  even-minded,  perhaps 
because  he  had  so  long  practised  waiting, 
and  been  face  to  face  with  hope  deferred. 
Ke  seemed  to  know  intuitively  which  one 
needed  forbearance  or  attention,  and  when 
the  Colonel  fell  into  spells  of  musing  and 
failed  to  cheer  up  even  under  Janie's 
cheerful  attempts  to  draw  him  from  his 
melancholy,  Major  Mortimer  would  give 
VOL.  II.  ^2 
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up  his  sketching-  or  his  carpentering  to 
stay  by  him  and  rouse  him  back  to 
patience. 

The  Major  was  one  of  those  rare  model 
men  who  can  argue  on  politics  and  keep 
his  temper,  and  politics  worked  a  potent 
charm  on  these  occasions.  Colonel  Shep- 
herd woul'd  be  trapped  again  and  again 
without  discovering  the  snare.  He  was 
an  ardent  Conservative,  and  the  Major, 
who,  like  Dr.  Johnson,  would  argue 
against  his  conscience  rather  than  not  argue 
at  all,  would  for  the  time  declare  himself  a 
red-hot  revolutionist  to  provoke  his  friend 
out  of  his  sadness.  The  Colonel  would 
tremble  with  anger  as  he  heard  his 
favourite  statesmen  called  place-hunters, 
and  their  policy  pooh  -  poohed.  Janie 
would  tremble  at  the  high  voices,  and  at 
first  do  her  best  to  make  the  Major  stop, 
but    a    twinkle    in    his    eyes  as  the    other 
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rose  to  the  bait  soon  showed  her  the 
truth. 

'  Charles  the  Martyr,  indeed  !'  cried  the 
Major,  dragging  the  unfortunate  Stuarts 
into  the  discussion,  after  exhausting  his 
vocabulary  of  abuse  on  modern  leaders, 
*  a  selfish  perjurer  !' 

'  He  died  like  a  Christian  gentleman  !' 
shouted  the  Colonel. 

'  He  should  have  lived  like  one  !'  roared 
the  Major. 

'  He  was  but  mortal  !'  cried  the  other ; 
'  he  had  but  one  death  to  answer  for — that 
brewer  Cromwell  had  hundreds  !' 

'  Cromwell  was  a  giant  amongst  noble 
men,'  said  the  Major.  *  As  for  those  free- 
booters of  Cavaliers,  they  were  a  disgrace 
to  any  age  !' 

'  How  about  Arabella  Stuart  ?'  said  the 
Colonel,  changing  his  ground  suddenly. 

'  Ah,  poor  soul !'  said  the   Major,  '  one's 
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sorry  for  her  ;  so  I  am  sorry  for  Mary 
Stuart !' 

'  I'm  surprised  at  you!'  the  Colonel  ex- 
exclaimed  ;  *  an  immoral  jade  !' 

M  don't  believe  it!'  cried  the  Major; 
*  her  faults  were  the  faults  of  her  bringing 
up,  not  her  own.  Who  wouldn't  have 
preferred  a  dance  and  a  song  to  Knox's 
long-winded  sermons  and  nasal  psalms  ? 
It's  my  opinion  Mary  was  the  best  of  the 
lot,  but  circumstances  were  too  strong  for 
her.' 

To  such  speeches  as  this  the  Colonel 
would  reply  furiously,  and  then,  becoming 
suddenly  aware  he  was  losing  his  temper, 
he  would  pull  up  and  offer  an  apology. 

'  Best  thing  for  us,'  he  generally  ended 
with  saying,  '  is  to  avoid  politics.  You 
and  I  are  too  peppery,  Mortimer  ;  we  have 
no  right  to  disturb  the  ladies  with  our 
angry  passions.' 
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'  Mr.  Smith  never  set  himself  up  to 
question  proper  authority,'  Mrs.  Smith 
said,  on  one  of  these  peaceful  terminations 
to  a  noisy  contest.  '  1  fear  you  two  never 
learnt  your  Catechism,  or  you  would  re- 
member it  tells  you  to  obey  and  respect 
all  who  are  put  in  authority  over  you.' 

'  We  were  talking  of  the  Stuarts,'  said 
the  Major ;  '  we  owe  them  nothing  !' 

'Ah,  the  dear,  picturesque  Stuarts! — I 
once  went  to  a  fancy  ball  as  Mary  Stuart ; 
I  was  said  to  be  the  most  noticeable  figure 
in  the  room.' 

Mrs.  Barlow  grinned. 

'  I  wish  I  had  seen  you,'  she  said 
viciously,  showing  a  double  row  of  lovely 
teeth. 

The  Colonel  fidgeted,  fearing  worse  to 
follow,  for  Mrs.  Barlow  looked  very  mis- 
chievous. 

'  No    more   politics,    if   you  please,'   he 
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cried.  *  It  is  rude  to  argue  with  ladies, 
but  it  does  these  audacious  young  commu- 
nists good  to  be  put  down  occasionally. 
Mortimer,  you  are  a  very  good  fellow — 
there's  no  doubt  about  it — but  you  are 
obstinate  ;  obstinacy  is  your  one  failing.' 

The  Major  beamed  ;  he  was  perfectly 
satisfied  to  have  dispelled  the  dark  hour, 
even  at  the  cost  of  being  considered 
obstinate. 

There  were  many  bright  hours,  too,  for 
them — hours  when  the  soothing  power  of 
Nature  at  her  fairest  compelled  them  to  be 
content  for  the  time  ;  when  days  and 
nights  rose  and  fell  resplendent  with  gor- 
geous colouring,  sweetest  scents  and 
balmiest  air  ;  when  tree  and  shrub  and 
garlanded  rock  gave  forth  rarest  bloom 
and  grace ;  when  luscious  fruits,  grown 
without  man's  labour,  were  liberally  spread 
around  ;  when  the  fragrant  air  was  musical 
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with  the  song  of  birds,  and  even  the  crav- 
ing for  home — which  never  actually  ceased 
— was  softened  from  painful  regret  to  that 
tender  melancholy  which  charms  instead  of 
harrowing  the  soul. 

To  Janie  these  times  were  altogether 
delightful.  She  would  wade  knee-deep  in 
the  clear  calm  water  in  the  early  morning, 
and  chase  the  gem-like  fish  of  every  colour  ; 
or,  diving  to  pick  the  sea-flowers  that 
gleamed  through  the  feathery  seaweed, 
would  come  up  with  a  handful  grasped  in 
haste,  to  discover  she  had  a  prize  of  some 
rare  shell  or  pebble.  The  light  air  that 
caressed  her,  the  softness  of  the  water 
lapping  round  her,  the  exquisite  light 
which  transfigured  the  cinder-like  reef  and 
shingled  beach  into  rainbow-tinted  scenes  of 
unequalled  beauty,  the  ivory-white  seabirds 
lazily  floating  against  a  background  of 
purest    blue,    all    steeped    her    senses    in 
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delight ;  and  with  every  sense  in  harmony, 
the  present  was  sufficient — the  beautiful, 
healthful  present,  with  its  freedom  from 
care  and  conventionalism. 

Everyone  was  influenced  by  such 
weather ;  grievances  were  set  aside  while 
it  lasted,  and  the  days  were  spent  in  pure 
enjoyment.  This  was  the  time  for  excur- 
sions at  low  water  to  the  distant  outer  rocks, 
to  scrambles  up  the  pioneer  rock — scram- 
bling not  altogether  unattended  by  exciting 
danger — and  from  these  little  excursions 
they  would  return  with  wonderful  appetites 
and  material  for  conversation,  delightfully 
tired,  and  so,  content  to  sit,  after  a 
plentiful  meal,  and  lazily  watch  the  colour- 
ing of  sea,  earth  and  sky  pale  and  fade 
away  into  the  brilliant  half-light  of  a  cloud- 
jess  night. 

After    the    rains    an     inspection    would 
be  made  of  their  *  Europe  stores,'  as  they 
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called  the  collection  of  wreckage.  The 
third  of  these  stock-takings  was  just  over, 
reminding  them,  had  they  needed  remind- 
ing, of  the  flight  of  time,  of  the  days  and 
weeks  and  months  lengthened  into  years — 
three  long  years — leaving  them,  as  they 
had  found  them,  still  prisoners  of  hope. 

This  latter  examination  proved  very 
unsatisfactory.  Mrs.  Smith  and  Colonel 
Shepherd  went  through  it  together,  spend- 
ing the  day  in  the  citadel  rocks  where, 
amongst  the  dry,  well-sheltered  cavities, 
tne  storehouse  had  been  formed  from  the 
commencement.  The  stock  of  ready- 
made  clothing  had  run  out,  but  there  re- 
mained a  few  sheets  capable  of  being 
utilized,  though,  owing  to  the  small  quantity 
of  sewing-cotton  having  been  soon  used 
up,  and  the  needles  having  rusted  beyond 
redemption,  dressmaking  and  tailoring  had 
become  a  very  difficult  matter.      Blankets 
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and  rugs  were  all  but  useless.  Of  tinned 
meats  and  flour  none  remained.  The 
small  chest  of  tea  was  finished  too,  but 
there  was  a  shrub  on  the  island  which 
was  a  pretty  good  substitute,  sw^eetened 
wath  wild  honey,  and  made  tasty  with  the 
rich,  fresh  goats'  milk.  Owing  to  the 
wearing  out  of  the  few  cooking-pans,  and 
the  impossibility  of  mending  them,  they 
were  reduced  to  two  kettles,  which  they 
zealously  guarded  and  kept  for  w^ater 
only,  so  that  they  were  again  reduced  to 
cooking  their  food  on  hot  stones,  or 
in  hot  ashes,  and  were  rapidly  going 
back  to  that  first  brief  period  when  the 
resources  of  the  island  were  their  only 
ones. 

'It's   a  bad   look-out,'  the  Colonel   said 
sadly. 

*  Not  as  far  as  food  is  concerned,'  Mrs. 
Smith  answered.     '  There  is  fish  in  abund- 
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ance  of  all  sorts,  and  rabbits,  and  kids  ; 
as  for  clothing,  we  must  hope  our  things 
will  hang  together  till  a  ship  comes.' 

'  Or  else  we  must  take  to  rabbits  and 
goats'  skins.' 

'  I  had  a  lovely  cloak  once  lined  with 
rabbits'  skins,'  she  said  ;  '  but,  oh  dear  me  ! 
these  skins  would  be  very  different,  so  un- 
comfortable !'  And  the  tears  stood  in  h^*r 
eyes  as  she  contemplated  the  alternative 
— skins  or  nakedness. 

In  all  their  destitution  they  had  never 
been  destitute  of  clothes:  whether  becoming 
or  even  always  comfortable  was  a  ques- 
tion, but  at  least  they  covered  them 
decently  ;  and  now,  as  she  thought  how 
ragged  were  most  of  their  few  remaining 
garments,  and  how  hopeless  it  seemed 
either  to  repair  or  replace  them  con- 
veniently, the  whole  horror  of  the  situation 
struck  her  afresh. 
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'  Oh,  Colonel  !'  she  cried,  speaking 
naturally  for  once ;  '  for  you  and  me  it 
doesn't  so  much  matter — we  have  lived 
our  lives,  and  can't  reckon  on  very  many 
more  years — but  for  those  two  poor  girls  !' 

She  sobbed  as  she  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands.  The  Colonel  was  deeply 
touched  by  this  unexpected  feeling ;  his 
voice,  too,  was  broken  with  emotion  as  he 
exclaimed  : 

*  Cheer  up  !  cheer  up  !  When  things 
look  blackest  they  say  light  is  nearest.' 

He  had  never  felt  so  kindly  towards 
her  as  when  she  showed  her  weakness. 
They  stood  together  at  an  opening  in  the 
great  screen  of  peaked  rocks,  looking  sea- 
wards away  over  the  unutterable  loveliness 
of  the  limitless  expanse  of  ocean.  There 
had  been  a  violent  storm  a  day  or  two 
before  ;  the  water  was  still  troubled  ;  great 
reaches    of    foam     streaked     the     middle 
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distance,  showing  how  far  the  dangerous 
reef  extended,  and  the  sky  was  still  leaden 
on  the  horizon.  The  near  waves  broke 
on  the  reef  with  the  hollow  roar  which 
had  at  first  so  frightened  Janie,  till  she 
learnt  to  disregard  the  sound  for  the 
sake  of  the  accompanying  beauty. 

As  the  tumbling  water  caught  the  fit- 
ful flashes  of  sunshine,  it  changed  to  molten 
silver,  and  quivered  and  sparkled  like 
diamonds.  There  was  action  and  sound 
and  beauty  in  the  tumultuous  mass,  and 
as  the  two  looked  forth  over  it  they 
acknowledged  its  sublimity,  and  yet  were 
oppressed  by  its  unspeakable  desolation. 
They  gazed  out  full  of  unquiet  thoughts, 
both  thinking  pretty  much  the  same — 
thoughts  of  the  future  ;  where,  if  this 
terrible  Isolation  was  never,  never  to  be  in- 
terrupted by  succour,  they  must  one  by  one 
perish  and  be  laid  in  a  nameless  grave  on 
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this  nameless  coast,  till  one  only  would 
be  left — that  one  probably  their  most 
cherished  companion,  and  least  fitted  to 
survive  them  all.  What  would  be  her 
lonely  despair  !  What  her  awful  suffer- 
ings ! 

'  O  God !'  cried  the  Colonel,  unable 
to  bear  these  horrible  mental  pictures ; 
'  O  God,  have  pity  on  us !' 

He  raised  his  hands  to  heaven  in  an 
agony  of  entreaty,  and  his  companion, 
wrought  up  by  her  own  miserable  fears 
and  his  almost  frenzied  appeal,  gazed  up- 
ward, eagerly  expectant,  as  if  an  answer 
must  be  sent.  But  there  was  none  just 
then.  There  lay  the  glowing  rocks  and 
the  leaping,  eddying  waves,  the  vast  ex- 
panse of  water,  the  sky  flecked  with 
lightest  clouds  \  but  the  days  of  miracles 
were  over. 


CHAPTER  XTI. 

NEWS  FROM  THE  OUTER  WORLD. 

Nothing  was  said  by  the  heads  of  depart- 
ments when,  late  In  the  afternoon,  they 
joined  the  rest  at  the  afternoon  meal,  but 
Janie  was  quick  to  notice  her  old  friend's 
depression.  Mrs.  Scott's  face  was  brimful 
of  some  pleasant  thought  ;  indeed,  there 
was  a  good  deal  of  suppressed  excitement 
about  them  all,  which  the  elders  must  have 
noticed  had  their  thoughts  been  freer. 

'  You  don't  ask  us  wh^t  we've  been 
about!'  Janie  said.  'Here's  a  riddle  for 
you :    we    been    doing    something    we've 
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never  done  before  In  this  place.  Mrs. 
Barlow  and  I  have  been  making  some- 
thing men  enjoy  more  than  everything 
else  :  something  they'd  rather  have  than — 
what  shall  I  say  ? — fine  clothes  ;  and  yet 
as  soon  as  they  have  It  they  consume  it ; 
but  though  It  Is  In  their  mouths,  It  doesn't 
go  down  their  throats.' 

'  Now  stop,  Janle.'  cried  Mrs.  Barlow  ; 
'let  me  have  a  turn.  It  lasts  only  a  very 
short  time,'  she  added — '  about  as  long  as 
a  young  man's  fancy  ;  as  It  Is  used  It  Is 
wasted  ;  It  Is  as  light  as  a  man's  love,  and 
often  as  strong  as  woman's.  Do  you  give 
it  up  ?' 

'  Do  /like  It  ?'   Mrs.  Smith  Inquired. 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  ;  the  con- 
spirators were  slightly  daunted  ;  then  Janie 
said  meekly  : 

'  I'm  afraid  you  don't,  but  the  Colonel 
does.' 
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Hay  burst  out  laughing,  and  winked  at 
the  Major;  then  the  two  rose  and  went  off 
to  the  kitchen  fire,  to  return  in  a  moment 
with  cigarettes  between  their  Hps. 

Janie  was  watching  the  effect  on  the 
Colonel,  and  was  not  disappointed.  He 
jumped  up  in  wild  excitement,  reaching 
towards  the  smokers  as  if  he  longed  to  pull 
a  cigarette  from  one  of  them.  The  Major 
laughed  with  the  glee  of  a  schoolboy,  and 
put  a  bundle  into  his  old  friend's  hands, 
crying  : 

'  Here  you  are,  and  as  many  more  to 
follow  !' 

^  •  Where  upon  earth,'  cried  the  Colonel, 
*  did  you  find  them  ?  Give  me  a  light, 
quick,  there's  a  good   fellow  !     Fresh  and 

good    as    if   just    made.      Why '    he 

stopped  and  looked  round  at  Janie.  '  Oh, 
Mrs.  Scott,  this  is  some  of  your  work  ;  yet 
it  really  smells  like  the  real  thing!' 

VOL.  II.  -ix 
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*  It's  as  near  like  it  as  need  be,  sir,'  said 
Hay.  '  I've  paid  a  penny  for  many  a 
worse  one  in  England.  And  to  think  we've 
been  without  baccy  more  nor  a  year,  when 
here  is  as  good  growing  to  our  hands  !' 

As  the  Colonel  puffed  and  enjoyed,  he 
looked  affectionately  at  Janie,  who  smil- 
ingly watched  his  enjoyment. 

•  This  is  how  we  discovered  it,'  she  said. 
*  I  thought  I'd  be  useful  and  prepare  the 
leaves  for  plates,  and  I  was  in  a  climbing 
mood,  and  scrambled  right  up  over  the 
grotto,  where  it  is  so  steep  ;  Hay  and  Mole 
always  avoid  that  part.  There,  just  where 
the  sun  strikes  hot,  I  saw  some  leaves  I 
hadn't  seen  before,  and  though  they  were 
not  the  shape  for  plates,  I  thought  they'd 
plait  up  easily  for  dishes,  so  I  brought 
some  away,  and  as  I  passed  the  fire  I 
threw  one  leaf  in  without  thought,  and  as 
the    flame    caught   it,   the    smell    instantly 
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Struck  me  !  Think  of  my  feelings  ! — that  is, 
I  felt  yours  for  the  moment — and  I  shouted 
to  Hay,  and  Hay  smelt  it  and  glared  ;  and 
then  the  Major  smelt  it,  and  bit  it,  and  I'm 
not  sure  he  didn't  eat  a  bit  in  his  suprem.e 
joy.  Then  the  two  rolled  some  leaves  up 
in  some  dried  plantain-leaves,  and  smoked, 
and  then  we  prepared  a  lot  to  surprise  you 
with.      Do  you  really  like  it  ?' 

The  Colonel  smiled  all  over  his 
face. 

'  I  haven't  felt  so  happy  for  a  long  time,' 
he  said.  '  This  is  a  find  ;  and  I  dare  say 
when  the  leaves  are  dried  they  will  be  even 
better.' 

*  That's  what  Hay  says.  We  are  going 
to  pound  some  when  they  are  dry  ;  and 
then,  as  we  ladies  can't  smoke,  we  can 
take  snuff — can't  we,  Mrs.  Smith  T 

That  lady  looked  horrified. 

*  Not  in  my  presence/  she  said.      '  Dear 
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me !    what  poor,  weak  creatures   men  are, 
after  all !' 

The  afternoon  sun  was  cooling  towards 
evening,  w^hen  the  unusually  low  tide 
tempted  them  to  enjoy  a  long  walk  on  the 
level  sands.  Whenever  they  descended 
over  the  needle -like  rocks  Mrs.  Barlow 
insisted  on  visiting  the  cemetery,  and 
there  they  now  went  before  proceeding 
seawards.  Mrs.  Barlow  carried  a  large 
wreath  of  flowers.  It  was  her  boy's 
birthday,  she  said — his  birthday  occurred 
two  or  three  times  in  a  month,  but  no  one 
grudged  her  the  pleasure  of  commemo- 
rating it  as  often  as  she  chose  ;  and  now, 
as  she  knelt  beside  the  little  mound,  with 
its  fantastic  surroundings  of  shells  and 
pebbles — his  name  in  different  coloured 
seaweeds  this  time,  and  the  text  in  purple 
berries — and  placed  the  wreath  where  she 
supposed  his  head  to  be,  she  spoke  volubly 
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of  his  beauty  and  promise,  mixing  up  the 
child's  abiHty  with  his  father's  in  a  manner 
that  forcibly  showed  her  distraught  mind. 

'  He  spoke  five  languages  fluently  !'  she 
cried,  as  she  rearranged  the  decorations — 
•English,  Hindustanee,  Spanish,  French, 
and  German,  and  he  sang  superbly.  You 
thought  he  sang  superbly — didn't  you,  dear 
Janie  ?' 

The  latter  pressed  Mrs.  Smith's  arm  as 
that  lady  was  about  to  protest  against  such 
an  impossible  baby. 

*  He  knew  round  O  when  he  was  only 
ten  months  old,'  Mrs.  Barlow  went  on ; 
'  and  he  has  never  once  played  cards  for 
money,  or  taken  too  much  to  drink,  even 
on  grand  guest-nights,  when  they  have 
that  horrid  John  Collins.  Do  you  re- 
member his  sweet,  fat  arms,  Janie  ?' 

It  was  a  difficult  task  to  get  her  to  come 
away,  and  Mrs.  Smith  and  Hay  and  Mole 
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got  tired  of  waiting,  and  went  on  ahead, 
while  the  others  patiently  remained,  coax- 
ing her  to  come.  She  had  for  some 
days  tried  to  raise  a  cross  of  loose  stones, 
never  realizing  the  impossibility,  but  be- 
ginning again  after  each  failure.  Major 
Mortimer  made  one  of  wood,  but  that 
didn't  suit  her  ;  there  must  be  nothing 
on  her  darling  s  grave  but  her  own  handi- 
work. At  last  Janie  suggested  the  likeli- 
hood of  finding  new  shells  amongst  the 
rarely-accessible  rocks  to  which  they  were 
now  bound,  and  the  idea  pleased  her  and 
drew  her  forward. 

The  shore  was  full  of  pools  —  pools 
where  were  queer  zoolites,  some  like 
brilliant  flowers  and  jewelled  ornaments, 
others  revoltingly  ugly  creatures,  to  be 
described  only  by  Jules  Verne.  The  tide 
was  so  far  out  that  they  were  able  to  go 
far    beyond    the    pillared     rock  —  indeed, 
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further  than  they  ever  remembered  having 
gone  before,  for  the  low  group  of  rocks 
lying  beyond  it  had  never  before  been 
visible.  The  storm  must  have  been  ex- 
traordinarily heavy,  Hay  said ;  such  ex- 
aggerated tides  proved  it. 

The  ladies  had  dawdled  over  the  trea- 
sures on  the  way,  and  the  men  had  reached 
these  far  rocks  while  they  were  yet  some 
distance  behind.  A  sudden  shout  from 
the  Major,  and  a  frantic  beckoning  from 
all  the  men,  hastened  the  loiterers.  As 
the  nearest  cut  to  where  they  stood,  Janie 
plunged  into  a  large  pool  and  swam  swiftly 
across,  while  the  others  skirted  it  knee- 
deep.  It  was  significant  of  their  long  stay 
that  they  never  turned  out  of  their  way  to 
avoid  wading  through  water  ;  they  had 
become  almost  amphibious,  and  the  people 
who  had  once  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  a 
cold    bath,   and    dreaded    damp  feet,   now 
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went  Straight  through  the  pools,  careless  of 
wet  clothing.  To  be  sure,  the  hot  air 
dried  them  quickly. 

Janie,  arriving  first,  looking  like  a  verit- 
able sea-nymph,  with  her  beautiful  hair 
streaming  far  below  her  waist,  found  the 
three  men  standing  round  a  cleft  rock, 
wherein,  firmly  wedged  against  all  further 
violence  of  storm,  was  a  large  overland 
trunk  packed  in  a  crate. 

'  Treasure  trove  !'  shouted  the  Major  as 
the  rest  came  nearer. 

The  little  group  closed  round  question- 
ing, excitement  and  curiosity  on  every  face. 

'  Another  wreck  !'  Mrs.  Mole  said 
sadly. 

'  Let  us  make  haste  and  get  it  ashore,' 
cried  Mrs.  Smith. 

'  No,  no  !'  Hay  exclaimed  ;  '  it's  safe 
enough  ;  let's  look  out  for  loose  things  ; 
there    must   be   some    about.     There'll    be 
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another    low    tide    to-morrow  ;    but    light 
things  '11  be  carried  off  afore  that.' 

So  they  all  went  forward,  prying  amidst 
the  rocks,  fearing  and  hoping — fearing 
lest  bodies  should  meet  their  gaze,  hoping 
to  hnd  something  useful.  Nor  were  they 
disappointed  ;  first  one,  and  then  another, 
shouted  for  help  as  two  chests  were  dis- 
covered embedded  in  the  sand,  and  almost 
hidden  by  seaweed.  Their  united  efforts 
were  scarcely  able  to  convey  these  boxes 
over  the  long  stretch  of  sand  and  rock 
before  they  could  be  safely  lodged  above 
high-water  mark,  and  it  taxed  their  utmost 
strength  to  half  trundle  and  half  carry 
them,  for  the  tide  was  already  turning,  the 
daylight  almost  gone  ;  but  so  much  de- 
pended upon  possessing  them,  that  no 
one  dreamed  of  giving  up,  and  at  last  they 
were  rewarded  by  seeing  their  treasures 
high   and  dry  above  the  water  which  had 
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almost  overtaken  them.  The  women's 
hands  were  bruised  and  bleeding ;  and 
Mrs.  Barlow  was  dangerously  excited. 
She  laughed  and  sang,  though  her  face 
was  drawn  with  over-fatigue  ;  and  long 
after  the  others  had  sunk  into  heavy 
slumber  Janie  sat  by  her,  calming  and 
soothing  her.  Next  morning  they  were 
all  too  tired  to  go  and  fetch  the  other 
trunk,  and  as  Hay  was  positive  no  water 
could  move  it  from  its  wedged-in  position, 
it's  removal  was  deferred  till  the  late  tide. 
Meantime  the  contents  of  the  two  chests 
afforded  the  liveliest  satisfaction.  They 
were  consignments  to  some  Bombay  ware- 
house, and  consisted  of  ready-made  woollen 
garments  and  dressing-gowns  —  just  the 
very  things  most  coveted  by  the  poor  out- 
casts, though  they  were  for  men's  wear  ex- 
clusively ;  but  after  the  first  murmur  of 
disappointment  on  the  part  of  the  women, 
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they  became  reconciled  on  finding  many 
of  the  things  were  marked  '  Slim  men's/ 
and  proved  the  proper  size  for  the  weaker 
sex,  Mrs.  Smith  emphatically  assuring 
them  it  was  better  to  look  like  Bloomers 
than  savages.  The  most  gorgeous  of  the 
dressing-gowns  was  voted  at  once  to  that 
fady,  and  her  appearance  in  it  was  greeted 
with  applause.  It  was  rather  short  for  her, 
but  bare  legs  had  long  ceased  to  provoke 
wonder  or  shame ;  and  clothed  in  it,  with 
its  grand  waist-cord  and  tassels,  she  lacked 
only  a  grizzly  moustache  to  make  her  look 
a  most  presentable  bald-headed  old  gentle- 
man about  to  step  into  his  bath-room. 

Mrs.  Barlow  screamed  with  laughter — 
laughter  they  had  learnt  to  hear  with 
dread,  it  being  generally  followed  by  long 
fits  of  deep  depression ;  but  Janie  dis- 
tracted her  attention  by  taking  her  into  the 
hut  to  try  on  the  '  slim  men's'  sleeping-suits, 
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and  such  is  the  force  of  circumstances  that 
the  young  ladies  felt  unalloyed  pleasure 
in  these  nondescript  garments.  They  were 
made  of  some  soft  creamy  woollen  material 
that  adapted  itself  to  the  figure,  and 
Janie's  lissom  form  looked  to  great  ad- 
vantage. The  two  thus  arrayed  came 
dancing  back  to  the  others,  Janie  crying  : 

'  Oh,  it's  so  much  nicer  than  petticoats  !' 

*  Well !'  Mrs.  Smith  exclaimed,  looking 
critically  at  the  girl  as  she  skipped  lightly 
about.  *  It's  rather  stagey,  I  am  afraid  ; 
but  it  does  look  nice!  I  think  I'll  have  a 
suit,  if  there's  one  to  spare  large  enough.' 

Clothed  in  new  handsome  dressing- 
gowns  over  substantial  vests  and  drawers, 
the  men  were  as  contented  as  if  Poole  had 
dressed  them  in  his  best  style,  and  the 
regret  for  the  absence  of  a  looking-glass 
was  general. 

At    the    bottom    of    one    chest    a    small 
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package  of  hardware  was  found,  one  large 
saucepan,  and  two  small  enamelled  pie- 
dishes.  That  day's  dinner  saw  soup  once 
more  —a  delicious  ragout  of  rabbits  !  Never 
had  cocoanut-shells  held  such  a  savoury 
compound  before.  The  two  small  pie- 
dishes  were  put  before  the  two  heads  of 
departments,  and  with  such  soup-plates 
both  felt  their  importance  visibly.  The 
prospect  of  finding  still  more  spoil  made 
them  all  talkative  and  cheerful,  yet  the 
Colonel  remembered  to  observe  sotto  voce 
to  his  colleague  that  their  faithless  despair 
had  been  causeless,  and  after  dinner  he 
returned  thanks  for  undeserved  mercies. 

As  soon  as  the  tide  turned  they  pru- 
dently replaced  their  new  garments  with 
the  old  rags,  and  then  they  set  off  climb- 
ing, wading,  swimming,  till  they  once  more 
reached  the  far-sunken  end  of  the  reef, 
where  they  found,  as   Hay  had  promised 
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them,  the  trunk  remaining  tightly  wedged 
as  before — so  tightly,  indeed,  that  with- 
out tools  they  must  have  let  it  remain 
there.  Major  Mortimer  had,  however, 
brought  tools  with  him,  and  as  soon  as 
the  crate  was  sawn  through  it  was  not  so 
difficult  to  get  the  trunk  free. 

'  Ladies'  gear,  I'll  be  bound !'  Hay  said, 
as  he  shouldered  it.  *  There  ain't  no 
great  weight  of  earthenware  here  ;  bonnets 
and  collars,  most  likely  ;  not  worth  all  this 
trouble,  I  reckon.' 

*  Somebody's  millinery  ?'  the  Colonel 
suggested.  '  The  latest  Paris  fashions. 
Well,  if  the  contents  are  useless,  the  box 
is  worth  having  ;  it's  waterproof  and  insect- 
proof.  I  know  the  sort  ;  it  will  be  first- 
rate  for  us  during  the  rains.' 

When  they  reached  the  shore,  someone 
proposed  to  open  it  at  once,  as  it  would  be 
easiest  to   take  its  contents  over  the  pre- 
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cipitous  rocks,  through  the  outposts  of  the 
central  oasis,  and  over  the  park  to  head- 
quarters ;  but  as  in  all  probability  it  con- 
tained only  ladies'  dress,  Mrs.  Smith 
persuaded  them  to  carry  it  as  it  was,  and 
it  was  finally  deposited  in  the  shed. 

They  had  been  so  long  about  it,  and  were 
so  tired  and  hungry,  that  the  opening  was 
deferred  till  next  day.  Rabbits  for  supper 
had  to  be  caught  and  killed,  and  all  hands 
were  required  to  assist  in  preparing  for  tlie 
much-needed  meal ;  and  when  supper  was 
over,  the  moonlight  was  upon  them,  and 
no  one  was  inclined  for  further  exertion 
beyond  climbing  up  the  green  slopes  to 
sit  on  the  topmost  ridge,  whence  they 
could  languidly  enjoy  the  silvered  view. 

Mrs.  Barlow  sat  in  her  accustomed 
place,  close  to  Mrs.  Scott.  She  was  very 
quiet ;  the  reaction  was  at  work,  and  her 
softened  eyes  sadly  regarded  the  exquisite 
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beauty  of  the  scene  before  her,  while  her 
slender  fingers  incessantly  twitched  at  the 
grass  at  her  feet. 

The  men  smoked,  and  Janie  sang  soft, 
tender  songs  in  harmony  with  the  evening  ; 
the  lapping  of  the  summer  sea,  and  the 
dropping  of  a  dead  leaf,  were  the  only  other 
sounds  which  stirred  the  silence  of  night. 

When  at  last  the  necessity  of  sleep 
made  the  elders  rise  to  go  to  the  hut, 
Mrs.  Barlow  refused  to  move.  Without 
excitement,  but  none  the  less  determin- 
ately,  she  would  not  go. 

'  You  stay,  Janie,'  she  repeated,  when 
Janie  pleaded  fatigue.  '  You  stay  with 
me,  Janie  ;'  and  Janie  yielded. 

There  were  no  longer  terrors  to  Mrs. 
Scott  in  the  shadows  and  weird  sounds  of 
night — only  charms  in  the  peaceful  moon- 
light, and  beauty  in  the  restless  ocean  ;  the 
time  was  long  passed  since  she  would  have 
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•    shrunk  Irom  such  a  vigil,  and  her  friend's 
vagaries  roused  only  pity  now. 

Mrs.  Smith  elected  to  remain  also — she 
said  she  could  sleep  anywhere  when  she 
was  tired ;  the  Colonel  smiled  grimly  as  he 
left  the  trio. 

The  self-constituted  duenna  kept  up  a 
little  small-talk  for  awhile,  but  soon  suc- 
cumbed ;  and  when  the  usual  accompani- 
ment to  her  slumbers  was  audible,  Mrs. 
Barlow  became  impatient. 

'  I  can't  stand  that,'  she  said,  *  or  sit  it, 
either  !  Let  us  be  off  to  the  shore  ;'  and 
Janie  perforce  accompanied  her. 

Presently  they  found  themselves  in  Echo 
Bay,  and,  notwithstanding  Mrs.  Scott's  pro- 
test, Mrs.  Barlow  began  calling. 

'  The  others  can't  hear  a  word  from  here,' 
she  said.  '  You  know  they  can't.  And  if 
they  could,  what  then  ?  Haven't  I  a 
right   to   use   my  own   voice   and    talk   to 

VOL.  II.  34 
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my  own  people  ?  Baby  !'  she  cried,  and 
back  came  the  word,  distinct  and  clear. 

'  Ah,'  she  said,  with  a  knowing  nod,  as 
she  grasped  Janie's  arm,  '  I  thought  so. 
Now,  isn't  that  like  him  ?  Dick  always 
calls  when  I  do — he  always  was  jealous, 
you  remember — but  we'll  see  who'll  win.' 

And  again  she  raised  her  voice  with 
infinite  persuasion  in  its  tender  accents  : 

'  Baby  darling,  come  to  mammy  !' 

With  a  smile  of  ineffably  sweet  expec- 
tancy, she  caught  the  echo  of  the  last 
word  : 

*  Mammy  !' 

'  Do  you  hear,  Janie,'  she  cried  exult- 
ingly,  '  his  sweet  voice  ?  ''  Mammy,"  he 
said.  Yes,  my  sweet  treasure,  I  am  here, 
I  am  here  !     Quick  !  come  to  mammy  !' 

With  eager,  brilliant  eyes  she  watched, 
ready  to  start  forward  to  meet  her  darling, 
till,  as  the  solemn  night  remained  unstirred 
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by  human  sound,  the  brightness  of  her 
face  faded,  and  again  she  cried,  '  Baby  !' 
recognising  her  own  voice  this  time  when 
the  echo  came  back  to  her. 

*  How  odd  !'  she  exclaimed.  '  But  I  tell 
you  how  it  is.  Dick  gets  before  me,  and 
stops  the  boy.  He  often  does  so  in  the 
day,  but  I  don't  blame  him.  Of  course  he 
loves  the  child  as  much  as  I  do.  Poor 
Dick  !  But  why  doesn't  he  come,  too  ? 
He  must  be  angry  with  me,  Janie,  and  I 
loved  him  so  !' 

She  slipped  her  arm  from  her  com- 
panion's and  sank  to  the  ground,  rocking 
herself  to  and  fro  and  weeping — Janie 
standing  by  and  softly  stroking  the  poor 
bowed  head,  till,  starting  up  in  sudden 
frenzy,  she  added  : 

'  He  is  angry — of  course  he's  angry  !  I 
let  my  boy  go  to  save  myself — my  miser- 
able self!     I  am  a  murderess  I' 

34—2 
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She  flung  her  arms  wildly  above  her 
head  ;  then,  swift  as  the  wind,  she  darted 
away — Janie  following — over  the  little  bay, 
across  a  projecting  arm  of  rocks,  on  over 
the  surf-beaten  shingles  and  down  a  shelving 
barrier,  till  she  reached  the  tiny  sheltered 
cove  where,  close  under  the  precipitous 
shore,  lay  the  quiet  dead.  There,  on  her 
boy's  grave,  she  flung  herself,  and,  with 
mad  strength,  began  throwing  the  flowers 
and  stones  and  shells  aside,  tearing  next 
at  the  neatly  rounded  mound  as  if  she  meant 
to  open  it.  Janie  exerted  her  utmost 
strength  to  pull  her  off  it,  and  there  was  a 
deadly  struggle  between  them.  Mrs.  Bar- 
low appeared  to  have  forgotten  who  her 
assailant  was,  and  bit  and  kicked  and 
scratched  with  mad  determination,  writhing 
and  struggling  and  fighting  furiously  ;  but 
Mrs.  Scott's  superior  size  and  strength 
soon    told,    and,    though     the     tussle    was 
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terrible  while  it  lasted,  it  was  soon  over. 
Then,  when  she  felt  the  unyielding  arms 
around  her,  Mrs.  Barlow  seemed  to  become 
conscious  of  her  better  self,  and,  as  a 
naughty  child  bewails  her  naughtiness 
when  punishment  has  overtaken  her,  so 
she  bewailed  herself. 

'  How  did  we  come  here  }  What  have 
I  done  ?'  she  sobbed.  '  Janie,  my  darling, 
I  have  hurt  you.  You  are  trembling  and 
crying,  my  best  and  dearest  1' 

Then  she  covered  Janie's  bruised  hands 
with  kisses,  and  repeated  her  sorrow  and 
shame,  till  Janie  had  kissed  and  soothed 
her,  only  too  thankful  the  paroxysm  was 
over. 

'  Why  did  you  bring  me  here,  dear 
Janie  }'  she  asked,  looking  round  her  with 
perplexity  ;  then,  as  she  saw  the  state  of  the 
grave,  she  added,  with  a  cry  of  dismay  : 
'  And  who  can  have  been  here  }     Oh,  how 
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wicked  of  someone  to  do  this  !  We  shall 
never  get  it  tidy  again  !' 

'We  will  come  early  to-morrow,'  Janie 
said,  '  and  make  it  nicer  than  ever ;  but 
we  had  better  go  away  now.  See,  the 
moon  is  setting  ;  we  shall  be  left  with 
only  the  starlight  soon  !' 

But  that  did  not  suit,  and,  fearful  of  pro- 
voking a  fresh  outburst,  Mrs.  Scott  spent 
another  weary  hour  in  restoring  order, 
before  she  could  prevail  on  the  poor 
mother  to  return  home.  The  moment 
they  reached  the  hut,  Mrs.  Barlow  fell 
asleep ;  but  Janie's  excited  mind  and 
aching  body  kept  her  long  awake,  and 
when  the  rest  got  up  in  the  early  morning 
she  remained  in  heavy  slumber,  from 
which  she  was  not  disturbed. 

'Poor  darline!'  Mrs.  Mole  said  as  she 
stood  over  her  for  a  moment.  '  She's  as 
beautiful  as  an  angel,  and  nearly  as  good  ! 
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Surely  a  ship  '11  be  sent  soon,  If  it  comes 
only  for  her  sweet  sake.' 

The  opening  of  the  trunk  was  the  first 
thought. 

'  But  not  without  Mrs.  Scott,'  someone 
said. 

'  Oh,  she'll  be  awake  before  weVe  got 
to  the  bottom  of  it/  Mrs.  Smith  rejoined. 
'  I  don't  see  we  should  all  have  to  wait 
for  one.' 

So  the  Major  and  Hay  shouldered  it, 
and  carried  it  to  the  shed,  where  the  lock 
was  forced,  and  eagerly  expectant  eyes 
watched  the  raising  of  the  lid. 

The  three  men  stood  for  a  moment 
sharing  the  women's  curiosity,  till,  seeing 
the  contents  were,  as  Hay  had  suggested 
they  would  be,  articles  of  feminine  clothing, 
they  discreetly  withdrew  for  their  morning 
dip,  leaving  the  ladies  to  undisturbed 
enjoyment. 
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Experienced  eyes  needed  no  telling  as 
to  what  lay  before  them — a  bride's  trous- 
seau, or  at  least  a  portion  of  one  :  the 
daintiest  part  ot  one,  all  spick  and  span 
in  pearly  freshness  and  pristine  folds. 
What  a  dainty  sight  it  was  for  these  poor 
women,  and  how  they  enjoyed  it,  as  they 
unfolded  each  exquisite  marvel  of  delicate 
needlework  and  finest  cambric,  and  ob- 
served the  new  designs  and  shapes ! 

Not  a  drop  of  destroying  water  had 
invaded  ;  everything  lay  as  it  had  been 
placed,  in  neatest  order.  At  the  bottom 
of  all,  in  a  large  cardboard  box,  was 
the  wedding-gown,  a  wonderful  mixture 
of  sheeny  satin  and  creamy  lace  and 
glistening  ribbon,  along  with  a  veil  of 
valuable  old  lace,  and  sprays  of  orange- 
blossom,  handkerchiefs,  gloves,  shoes — the 
whole  toilet  complete — ready  for  the  bride 
to  deck  herself;  but  where  was  the  bride  ? 
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At  this  moment  Janle  appeared.  The 
suffering  of  the  night  had  passed  away ; 
her  youth  and  strength  had  triumphed 
over  it,  and  she  was  as  brio^ht  and  eagerly 
pleased  with  the  pretty  things  as  if 
that  terrible  struggle  had  been  but  a 
dream. 

Mrs.  Barlow's  senses  seemed  very  clear 
again. 

'  Janie,'  she  cried,  '  come  and  see  !  Oh, 
such  ducks  of  things,  and  a  wedding 
gown !  We'll  each  tr)'  it  on  by-and-by. 
Look  at  the  body,  with  its  trimming  of 
orange-blossom.  My  gown  wasn't  half  as 
pretty.      Was  yours  ?' 

Then  there  was  an  instant's  silence,  a 
sudden  flutter  of  excitement,  as  they  dis- 
covered pinned  on  the  body  a  letter — the 
first  message  from  the  outer  world  for 
more  than  three  long  years.  Before 
touching   it   they  all   bent   over  and    read 
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the  address  :  '  To  my  dearest  Amy  !'    Then 
Mrs.  Barlow  put  out  her  hand  to  take  it. 

'  Stop  !'  Janie  cried,  catching  her  arm  ; 
'  ought  we  to  read  it  T 

^  Oh,  goodness  me !'  Mrs.  Smith  ex- 
claimed, '  where's  the  harm  ?  She  II  never 
read  it,  anyhow.' 

'  Of  course  we  may,'  Mrs.  Barlow  said, 
shaking  her  arm  free,  and  quickly  unpin- 
ning the  note  ;  '  none  of  us  can  make 
mischief  out  of  it  here.  Fancy  letting  it 
remain  unread !' 

*  It  will  be  a  treat  to  hear  something  new 
about  somebody,'  said  Mrs.  Smith  ;  '  so 
read  it  aloud,  my  dear,  then  we  shall  all 
hear  at  once.' 

What  was  the  fine  clothing  worth  com- 
pared to  a  letter,  though  the  writer  were  all 
unknown  to  them !  It  was  a  link — an  out- 
ward and  visible  sign  of  the  life  existing 
bevond  their  reach,  but  none  the  less  real 
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and  yearned  alter,  and  every  face  quivered 
with  expectancy  as  Mrs.  Barlow  seated 
herself  and  opened  the  little  billet. 

'  •*  My  very  dear  niece,"  she  began. 
'  Ah  !'  she  added,  '  it  is  a  present  from  a 
rich  aunt,  you  may  be  sure — an  old-maid 
aunt,  don't  vou  think  ?  I  thouo^ht  it  was 
all  packed  in  a  peculiar  way  !' 

'  Yes,  a  rich  unmarried  aunt,'  added 
Janie  ;  '  her  niece  went  out  on  "  spec," 
perhaps.  I  shouldn't  like  to  go  out  on 
**  spec  " — should  you  ?' 

Mrs.  Smith,  thinking  herself  addressed, 
replied  grimly  : 

'  You  mean  on  the  chance  of  marrying  ? 
But  you  went  out  unmarried — didn't  you  T 

'  I  went  out  to  my  father  !'  Janie  cried, 
aghast  at  the  insinuation. 

*  Am  I  to  read  aloud,  or  am  I  not  ?'  Mrs. 
Barlow's  voice  was  threatening,  and  she  was 
allowed  to  proceed  with  the  letter  at  once. 
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'  *'  My  very  dear  Niece, 

' "  I  wish  I  could  be  present  at  the 
opening  of  this  box.  It  has  been  to  me  a 
real  labour  of  love  to  collect  its  contents, 
and  I  do  hope  they  will  please  you,  if 
merely  as  a  token  of  your  old  aunt's  un- 
alterable affection.  Darling  Amy,  I  am 
unfeignedly  glad  to  hear  you  have  won 
the  regard  of  a  good  man,  for  I  hear  of 
nothing  but  good  of  him,  and  I  shall  look 
forward  to  making  his  acquaintance  some 
day  with  the  greatest  pleasure  and  im- 
patience. Please  tell  him  so.  He  has 
gone  through  much  sorrow — it  must  have 
been  a  terrible  shock  to  him  to  lose  wife 
and  child  so  mysteriously  ;  but  your  bright 
spirit  will  cheer  him,  and  he  will  find  in 
you  a  sympathetic,  faithful  companion." ' 

'  A    widower !'    Mrs.    Smith    exclaimed, 
unable  to  keep  silent  any  longer  ;  '  I  wish 
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I  knew  his  name.  Crump,  of  the  Com- 
missariat, lost  his  wife  and  child  in  cholera 
just  before  I  left.  I  wonder  if  it's  Crump  ; 
but  no  one  could  call  him  charming — a 
poor  knock-kneed  creature  !  And  Oldfield, 
of  the  Pioneers,  lost  his  wife  and  children 
crossing  a  swollen  nullah  ;  the\-  were  a 
sickly  lot,  though.  Perhaps  we  shall  have 
a  clue  further  on.      Proceed,  my  dear.' 

'  I  know  who  it  is  !'  cried  ^Irs.  Barlow — 
•  it's  Dick  !' 

*  Nonsense  !'  Janie  exclaimed. 

'  I  wish  you  wouldn't  stop  me  so,'  Mrs. 
Barlow  said  petulantly. 

*  Pray  let  her  go  on  ''  Mrs.  Smith  ex- 
clainied  ;  '  but  I  wonder  if  it  is  that 
Crump  !' 

*  "Young  Air.  Dandy  came  in  yesterday," ' 
Mrs.  Barlow  continued,  ' "  and  described 
your  Major  to  us.'" 
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*  Oh,  then  it  Isn't  Crump  !'  Mrs.  Smith 
whispered. 

*  "  He  makes  him  out  to  be  quite  a 
splendid-looking  man  ;  he  said — and  these 
are  his  very  words  :  '  There  is  not  a  finer 
soldier  in  Bengal  than  Major  Richard 
Barlow.' 

Here  the  unfortunate  reader  stopped, 
put  her  hand  to  her  head,  and  looked 
vacantly  round.  Janie  sprang  to  her  side, 
and  though  her  heart  beat  fast  with  appre- 
hension, she  professed  to  be  amused  at  the 
similarity  of  name. 

'  How  odd! — isn't  it  odd,  dear  Lydia  T 
she  exclaimed  ;   '  quite  a  coincidence  !' 

*  Nonsense  !  of  course  it's  Dick  !'  cried 
Mrs.  Barlow,  nodding  smilingly,  as  if  at  a 
good  joke. 

Janie  added  rapidly  : 

*  Of  course,   there   are   heaps  of   Major 
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Barlows  beside  our  Major  Barlow.  I  dare 
say  you've  known  heaps  of  Major  Barlows* 
dear  Mrs.  Smith — haven't  you  ?' 

Mrs.  Smith's  lips  were  white  as  she  took 
in  the  situation,  but  she  was  equal  to  what 
was  expected  of  her. 

'  Dear  me  !  yes,  to  be  sure  !'  she  cried. 
*  There  was  Barlow,  my  brother's  bugler  ; 
only  that's  different — isn't  it  ?  And  there 
was  Barlow — he  was  a  Major,  too — Barlow 
of  the  3rd — nice  fellow  with  red  hair.  Cer- 
tainly, he  might  be  called  the  finest  soldier 
in  Bengal  ;  he  belonged  to  Madras,  but  the 
meaning  is  the  same.  They  said  he  was 
bad-tempered  ;  but  he'd  be  sure  to  be 
amiable  enough  when  he  went  courting. 
Oh  !  and  I  remember  a  Major  Barlow  of 
the  Ordnance.  Something  happened  to 
his  wife  and  child,  I'm  nearly  sure,  and 
people  said  he  would  soon  marry  again.' 

'  Let  me  finish  reading,'  Janie  said,  when 
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Mrs.  Smith's  recollections  of  further  Major 
Barlows  were  exhausted. 

*  No/  Mrs.  Barlow  said,  holding  the 
letter  tight.  '  Oh,  Janie,  you're  in  a 
horrid  fright — you  know  you  are !  But 
we'll  say  it's  the  Ordnance  man,  to  please 
you,  though  I  know  better ;  and  what 
does  it  matter,  if  I  never  leave  here  ?' 

She  laughed,  and  then  read  on  : 

'  "  I  have  written  a  budget  of  news  by 
the  mail,  but  I  must  put  a  note  in  the  box 
to  greet  you  when  you  take  up  the  gown, 
which  we  all  think  you  must  consider  per- 
fect. I  am  so  glad  your  future  husband 
remains  at  his  old  station.  I  have  always 
heard  Moradabad  favourably  spoken  of." 

'  There  !'  cried  Mrs.  Barlow,  looking  up 
and  nodding  at  Janie.  '  You  hear — 
Moradabad — his  old  station  !' 

' "  Well,"  '  she  continued,  reading  on,  ' ''  I 
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am  half  afraid  this  may  not  reach  you  in 
time  for  the  day.  Young  Mr.  Dandy 
says 

'  Dandy  !'  Mrs.  Smith  interrupted.  '  I 
dare  say  that's  a  son  of  old  Dandy,  a 
C.S.I,  man.  An  old  fool,  he  was  — 
wouldn't  retire  to  give  Mr.  Smith  a  step. 
He  hnd  a  lot  of  riotous  children,  I  re- 
member.' 

Mrs.  Barlow's  face  darkened. 

'  You  drive  one  mad  with  your  interrup 
tions !'    she    cried    angrily.      '  Do    try  and 
listen    till    I    come    to  the   end.      It's  just 
finished.' 

'  "  Young  Mr.  Dandy  says,"  '  she  re- 
peated, '  "the  Major  is  very  impatient  " — 
you  hear  that,  Janie  ?  Dick's  impatient 
too,  isn't  he? — "very  impatient,  and  isn't 
ikely  to  wait  merely  for  the  gown  ;  butt 
nlever  mind,  you  can  wear  it  on  many  grea 

VOL.  II.  35 
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occasions,  if  not  on  the  greatest  of  all. 
And  now,  dear  child,  God  bless  you,  and 
God  bless  your  choice  ! 

'  "  Ever  your  loving  old  aunt, 

"'Amy.'" 

Not  a  word  was  said.  No  one  liked  to 
speak.  Mrs.  Barlow  read  it  over  again  to 
herself — once — twice — as  if  trying  to  get  it 
by  heart  ;  then  she  crushed  it  up  savagely, 
and,  with  a  wild  laugh,  flung  it  away  as  she 
exclaimed  : 

'  The  wedding-gown  has  come  to  the 
rightful  owner.  I  claim  it  as  my  property. 
I'll  go  and  tell  Major  Richard  Barlow  what 
I  think  of  him  !' 

Quick  as  thought,  she  seized  the  beauti- 
ful gown,  and  bounded  off  towards  the 
rocks ;  but  her  spirit  was  too  strong  for 
her  enfeebled  body,  and,  just  as  the  men 
came  up  from  bathing,  she  fell  down  before 
them  in  an  epileptic  fit. 
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Mrs.  Smith  and  Mrs.  Mole  were  by  her 
in  a  moment ;  but  after  Janie  had  seen  her 
convulsed  and  unconscious  she  turned 
away  horror-stricken,  and,  sitting  down  out 
of  sight  and  hearing,  yielded  to  a  fit  of 
foolish  weeping. 

A  hand  on  her  shoulder  presently  made 
her  look  up.  Colonel  Shepherd  was  there, 
his  fatherly  face  sad  and  pitying. 

'  Nay,'  he  said,  '  this  won't  do.  If  you 
give  way,  what  is  to  become  of  us  ?  She'll 
be  all  right  again  soon  ;  she's  quiet  now. 
They've  taken  her  to  the  hut.  Tell  me 
what  it  was  all  about  ?' 

Before  she  had  related  what  had  hap- 
pened, the  Major  joined  them.  He  had 
picked  up  the  letter,  and  now  read  it  aloud. 
Both  agreed  it  was  a  very  bad  business, 
and,  as  the  Major  added,  '  It  w^ould  be 
worse  for  Barlow  if  she  ever  reached 
England  again.' 

35—2 
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'  I  suppose  there  can  be  no  mistake  ?' 
Janie  asked. 

l^hey  thought  there  could  be  none,  the 
letter  was  so  circumstantial.  The  right 
Christian  name,  the  very  station  to  which 
he  had  been  so  long  attached,  his  descrip- 
tion, and  the  allusion  to  the  mysterious 
loss  of  wife  and  child,  forbade  any  hope  of 
mistaken  identity. 

'  It  is  enough  to  craze  her,'  Mrs.  Scott 
exclaimed.  '  I  have  often  thought,'  she 
added,  lowering  her  voice,  '  her  brain  was 
injured  when  we  were  shipwrecked.' 

The  gentlemen  exchanged  glances. 

'  No  doubt  of  it,'  the  Colonel  answered. 
'  It  is  best  to  face  the  inevitable  bravely. 
We  must  try  never  to  let  her  out  of  our 
sight  for  the  future.  She  will  need  all  our 
care  and  patience.' 

Janie  shuddered. 

*  There   is    something   so    awful    about 
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madness,'  she  said ;  and  she  thought  of 
the  struggle  of  the  past  night,  but  could 
not  mention  it.  'If  she  gets  violent,  how 
shall  we  manage  her  ?' 

Major  Mortimer  looked  warningly  at 
the  Colonel  as  he  answered  the  ques- 
tion. 

'  Perhaps  she  never  will  be  violent,'  he 
said  ;  *  and  I  am  sure  you  need  not  be 
nervous — she  is  so  very  fond  of  you.' 

Janie  looked  at  her  swelled  hands  fur- 
tively— swelled  by  the  long  strain  on  them 
while  holding  her  captive  down,  and 
thought  of  sundry  dark  bruises  on  her 
shapely  legs. 

When  she  had  left  the  gendemen,  they 
talked  together  of  Mrs.  Barlow's  state, 
and  agreed  that  one  or  other  of  them 
would  mount  guard  on  her  movements. 

'  Don't  let  us  alarm  Mrs.  Scott,'  the 
Major    said  ;  '  she    is    overstrung  already. 
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Think  what  it  would  be  to  us  if  her  health 
gave  way  !' 

'  God  forbid  !'  said  the  Colonel  fervently. 
*  But  for  her  sweetness  and  bravery,  I  never 
could  have  kept  up  through  all  this  terrible 
trial.  And  yet  I  would  rather  dig  her 
grave  to-morrow  than  that  she  should 
survive  us  all  here.' 

He  rose  stiffly.  The  years  that  had 
filled  out  and  rounded  Mrs.  Scott's  form 
and  matured  her  beauty  with  colour  and 
strength  had  perceptibly  aged  him.  For 
the  first  time,  the  Major  recognised  this 
difference  in  the  once  trim  and  upright  and 
hopeful  soldier,  and  acknowledged  it  with 
sorrow. 

'  Was  this  the  beginning  of  the  end  }'  he 
thought,  as  he  rose  too,  and  accompanied 
him  onward  towards  the  shed.  '  Were  two 
out  of  the  small  community  showing  signs 
of  decay  already  ?' 
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The  Major  needed  all  his  stock  of 
patience  to  keep  him  cheerful.  Their 
days  had  long  been  evil,  he  acknowledged 
to  himself,  but  more  evil  days  seemed 
near. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE    BRIDE    OF    THE    SEA. 

When  Mrs.  Scott  ventured  into  the  hut 
she  was  surprised  to  find  her  friend  calm 
and  sensible  again.  Mrs.  Barlow  smiled 
as  Janie  bent  over  and  kissed  her. 

'  I  am  all  right,  dear.'  she  said.  '  That 
horrid  letter  upset  me  ;  they  have  put 
the  gown  away  where  I  can't  see  it,  and 
I  think  all  will  come  right,  for,  as  Mole 
says,  *'  She  can't  be  married  without  a 
wedding-gown!"  Poor  Mole!  she  evidently 
takes  me  for  a  lunatic' 

'  Try    and    forget    all    about    it,'    Janie 
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said,  sitting  down  and  taking  her  hand 
caressingly.  '  It  certainly  seems  to  refer 
to  your  husband,  but  we  cannot  be  su^c  ; 
to  begin  with,  it  is  very  unlikely  he  would 
remain  all  these  years  at  INIoradabad  :  he 
expected  to  leave  there  w^hen  we  came 
away,  remember  !' 

'Ah.  but  it  is  more  than  coincidence,' 
she  replied.  '  Wasn't  it  funny  the  box 
should  come  here — very  uncanny,  too  ? 
Mind,  if  you  see  him  before  I  do,  you 
tell  him  what  fun  we  had  over  it.* 

'  Not  fun  !  I  am  sure  you  know  he 
would  be  even  more  pained  than  we 
are.' 

'Yes,  so  he  would,  poor  Dick!'  Her 
face  Hushed  and  softened  as  she  added  : 
'  Yes,  we  were  very  happy  together.  I 
can't  think  what  possessed  me  to  leave 
him.  Yes,  I  do,  though.  It  was  all 
pride — mean  pride.      I  wanted  to  show  off 
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my  boy,  and  to  be  grand  before  my  young 
sisters  at  home.  Do  you  remember  him 
reading  "  Enoch  Arden  "  to  us  ?' 

*  Yes  ;  and  we  all  agreed  Enoch  was 
wrong  to  hide  himself.' 

'  Yes,  Dick  said  he  was  wrong  alto- 
gether ;  it  was  a  false  idea — a  morbid 
idea.  I  can  see  him  now,  starting  up  from 
the  plank  chair  under  the  veranda,  he  was 
so  annoyed.  Can't  you,  Janie  ?  He  cried  : 
"  Right  is  right,  and  wrong  is  wrong. 
Enoch  had  no  business  to  be  his  own 
providence.  His  deception  was  owing  to 
want  of  faith  ;  he  suffered,  and  made  her 
suffer  too  ;  he  should  have  come  forward 
and  trusted  to  God  for  the  rest." ' 

She  cried  softly  as  the  little  scene  re- 
turned to  her,  and  the  tears  did  her 
good. 

'  Then  when  you  go  home  you  can  act 
upon  this  remembrance,  dear,'  Janie  said. 
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'  But  if  he  loves  her  best  by  that 
time  ?' 

*  Right  is  right,'  Janie  repeated  ;  *  we 
can  only  recollect  we  are  in  God's  hands  ; 
He  sees  a  way  when  we  see  none  1' 

'  Janie,'  she  cried,  kissing  her  enthusi- 
astically, '  what  a  darling  you  are  !  What 
should  I  do  without  you  ?  And  I  used  to 
call  you  a  goose  !' 

The  air  was  chilly  towards  sunset,  and 
they  sat  round  a  bonfire  when  the  day's 
work  was  over — Mrs.  Barlow  among  them, 
as  usual,  and  apparently  more  sensible 
than  she  had  been  for  some  time.  She 
refused  to  be  treated  as  an  invalid,  and 
laughingly  assured  them  her  fainting  fit 
had  cleared  her  head  and  done  her 
good.  Everyone  tried  to  divert  her,  and 
to  keep  the  events  of  the  day  out  of  the 
conversation. 

The    Colonel    volunteered    a    story,    on 
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condition  someone  else  thought  of  an- 
other while  he  told  his,  and  as  soon  as 
he  had  finished  his  cigarette  he  began  : 

'  When  I  was  new  to  India  I  was  at 
Jubbulpore  with  time-served  men,  on  the 
way  to  Bombay,  and,  of  course,  I  went 
off  to  see  the  Marble  Rocks.  I  went 
with  a  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and 
we  lunched  there,  and  had  great  fun  row- 
ing about  ;  but  I  confess  I  was  disap- 
pointed. I  had  gone  with  the  foolish 
idea  of  seeing  white  polished  marble, 
such  as  our  chimney-pieces  at  home,  and 
but  for  the  name  of  the  thing  there  was 
scarcely  any  difference  between  what  I 
did  see  and  any  ordinary  stone.  At  dinner 
that  night  at  Jubbulpore  I  was  told  the 
proper  time  to  see  the  rocks  was  by  moon- 
light, when  they  really  did  possess  a  charm 
not  visible  by  daylight,  nor,  indeed, 
visible    in    any    other    place   nearer    home 
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than  New  Zealand.  My  time,  of  course, 
was  limited,  and  was  not  my  own.  The 
next  day  must  see  me  en  route  again, 
but  there  was  the  night  at  my  own 
disposal ;  and,  as  luck  would  have  it,  the 
moon  was  full.  What  was  to  prevent  me 
borrowing  a  fresh  horse,  and  going  to 
the  rocks  again  ?  1  was,  in  those  days, 
very  energetic  and — it  is  difficult  to 
believe,  isn't  it }  but  it  is  true — poetical. 
A  description  of  gleaming  white  marble 
mirrored  in  moonlit  waters  would  read 
delightfully  in  my  next  letter  to  my  wife, 
who  was  then  only  my  fiancde.  I  was 
never  tired  at  that  time  of  my  life,  and 
I  resolved  to  go  back  with  a  companion, 
if  I  could  get  one,  alone  if  I  could  not. 
But  though  I  could  have  borrowed  half 
a  dozen  horses,  I  could  not  get  one  com- 
panion. Every  fellow  laughed  at  my  craze, 
prophesied  a   speedy  return,  and  saw  me 
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Start  with  my  syce  only  in  attendance, 
calling  out  after  me  they'd  wait  up  an 
hour  for  me,  convinced  I  should  turn  back 
in  less  than  half  that  time. 

'  Not  I,  though  the  road  was  bad,  and 
frightfully  lonely  ;  though  there  was  posi- 
tive danger  from  wild  animals,  for  the 
neighbourhood  of  Jubbulpore  was  formerly 
notorious  for  tigers.  I  never  once  thought 
of  turning  back.  I  had  some  famous 
cheroots — even  better  than  your  cigarettes, 
Mrs.  Scott — and  the  peace  and  comparative 
coolness  of  the  night  were  most  enjoyable. 
My  syce  kept  very  near  my  horse's  tail, 
and  furtively  stared  at  every  bush  and 
clump  of  trees  as  if  he  would  not  be 
surprised  whatever  happened. 

'It  is  a  long  ride  from  Jubbulpore.  I 
forget  now  how  long,  but  of  some  hours ; 
however,  we  reached  the  rocks  in  time, 
and  I  wish  I  was  poetical  still,  that  I  might 
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describe  the  loveliness  of  that  scene !     It 
is  difficult  to   look  at  the  Marble  Arch  in 
Hyde    Park    and    believe   it    to    be   white 
marble,  isn't  it  ?  and   it  certainly  looks  no 
better  by  moonlight ;  but  those  rocks  in  the 
moonlight    distinctly    assumed    undoubted 
kinship  to  the  chimneypieces  at  home,  and 
stood    up    over  the    shadowed    water  like 
— well,  at  the  time  they  reminded  me  of 
huge    grave-stones    to     departed     giants, 
though  in  my  letter  home  I   have  a  faint 
recollection  of  likening  them  to  gleaming 
citadels,  ivory  palaces,  and  such-like  bosh  ; 
but,  anyhow,  the  sight  repaid  me  for  the 
weary    ride,   and    I    set   off  on  my  return 
journey    elevated   and    impressed    with    a 
sense  of  awe  and  sublimity. 

'  I  was  riding  carelessly  along  between 
two  very  high  and  precipitous  banks, 
partly  covered  with  bushes  of  the  castor- 
oil   plant,  and  crowned  by  closely  growing 
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trees,  when  I  saw  something  I  took  to  be 
a  cat  just  ahead  of  my  horse.  It  was  in 
reahty  a  tiger's  cub — not  so  large  as  a  cat 
—  a  lovely  little  beast,  which  I  resolved  to 
take  back  with  me  as  a  trophy  of  my 
adventure.  My  syce  picked  it  up  and 
gave  it  to  me,  and  I  had  just  stuffed  it 
into  the  large  pocket  of  my  shooting-coat, 
when  the  most  appalling  roar  somewhere 
over  our  heads  caused  me — selfishly  for- 
getful of  my  poor  unmounted  servant— to 
clap  spurs  to  my  horse  and  gallop  off 

'  However,  I  quickly  recollected  myself, 
and  slackened  speed.  The  poor  fellow  had 
followed  almost  as  rapidly  as  I  had  gone, 
and  telling  him  to  catch  hold  of  the 
horse's  tail,  I  went  on  at  a  less  pace — 
though  expecting  every  instant  an  enraged 
tigress  would  leap  upon  us.  Once  more 
the  awful  cry  sounded,  but  it  was  no 
nearer,    and,    to    our    intense    amazement, 
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we  were  not  pursued,  and  eventually 
reached  Jubbulpore  in  safety.' 

'  And  the  cub  ?'  the  Major  asked. 

'  I  took  the  cub  to  Bombay,  and  sent  it 
by  one  of  the  men  of  my  party  to  the 
Zoo.  It  is  now  one  of  the  finest  tigers 
there.  My  wife  visits  it  periodically,  and 
tells  me  she  shudders  as  she  recollects  its 
history. ' 

*  Now,'  said  Hay,  '  I  wonder  why  that 
there  tigress  didn't  have  it  out  with  you, 
sir?' 

'  Ah  !  that's  what  puzzled  me  ;  she  must 
have  known  the  cub  was  there ;  why 
hadn't  she  fetched  it  ?  for  she  probably 
could  see  it,  and  me,  too,  when  I  picked  it 
up,  though  the  brushwood  prevented  me 
seeing  her.' 

'  I  can  guess  why,'  Janie  exclaimed ; 
*  she  very  likely  had  other  cubs  with  her, 
and  feared  to  leave  them.' 

VOL.  II.  36 
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'  It  may  have  been  so,'  the  Colonel 
said  ;  '  but  it  was  a  foolish  thing  for  me  to 
do,  and  I  got  out  of  it  better  than  I 
deserved.' 

*  That's  a  real  adventure,'  said  Mrs. 
Barlow.  *  Now  for  the  next.  Can't  some- 
one give  us  a  romance  ? — Mrs.  Smith, 
won't  you  ?' 

Mrs.  Smith  was  nodding.  She  roused 
up  quickly. 

'  Not  to-night,'  she  answered.  '  I'll  depute 
someone  else  ;  I  like  listening  best,  just 
now.  Mole,  I'll  depute  you  to  take  my 
place.' 

Mrs.  Mole  protested,  as  she  always  did, 
that  nothing  she  could  say  could  be  ex- 
pected to  interest  ladies  and  gentlemen  ; 
but  she  cleared  her  throat  at  the  same 
time,  as  if  she  meant  to  try. 

'  Something  English,'  Janie  exclaimed — 
that  being  the   nearest  hint  she  liked  to 
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give    to   keep   the   hero   Mole   out   of  the 
story. 

*  And  something  about  yourself,'  added 
the  Major  gallantly. 

'  I  don't  think  I've  anything  to  tell 
about  me,  unless  it's  about  Mole,'  she 
replied,  with  unconscious  fidelity  to  her 
sergeant.  '  But  I  mind  me  of  when  I  was 
own  maid  to  Miss  Durand,  before  I  met 
Mole.  She  was  a  very  rich  and  handsome 
lady,  and  had  refused  dozens  of  offers,  I 
were  told  by  the  other  servants.' 

'  How  old  were  she  when  you  knew'd 
her  ?'   Hay  inquired. 

'  Well,  she  must  have  been  very  near 
the  thirties,  but  she  was  very  handsome. 
I  were  told,  at  balls,  all  the  young  girls 
were  deserted  by  the  gentlemen  for  her. 
She  were  very  high-spirited ;  she  were 
brought  up  to  think  a  deal  of  herself 
and    her    money,    and  she  despised    what 

36—2 
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she  called  "skim-milk  love-matches."  She'd 
been  engaged  three  times  before  I  went  to 
her,  but  had  repented,  or  taken  offence  at 
something,  each  time  ;  but  no  one  thought 
any  the  worse  of  her  for  it,  though  let  a 
poor  girl  keep  company  three  times  over 
with  three  different  men,  and  isn't  she 
talked  about,  oh  my !  I  did  once  hear  her 
old  uncle  tell  her  she'd  go  round  the  wood 
and  round  the  wood,  and  pick  up  the  broken 
stick  at  last ;  and  her  old  mother — who'd 
thought  she'd  have  married  a  grand  lord 
long  ago — said  she'd  be  sorry  when  she 
found  herself  a  lonely  old  maid  if  she 
didn't  make  up  her  mind  in  time.  But  she 
wouldn't  take  advice,  not  she  !  She  just 
tossed  her  head  and  kind  o'  scorned  them.' 

The  Major  winked  at  the  Colonel. 

*  This  is  2l  romance,  Colonel,  isn't  it  i*' 
said  he. 

Hay  sneered. 
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'  I'd  like  to  ha'  come  across  such  a  high 
madam  in  my  walk  o'  life,'  he  remarked. 

*  She  were  a  lady  bred  and  born.  You 
wouldn't  be  likely  to  come  across  such  a 
one,  Mr.  Hay,'  she  replied.  '  Now  I'll  go 
on,  with  your  permission.  She  were  stay- 
ing in  a  country  house  once,  when  she  met 
a  Mr.  Dauntry.  He  owned  a  fine  estate 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  was  a  fine, 
grand  bachelor  gentleman,  very  free  with 
his  tongue  and  his  money,  a  bold  rider 
and  a  great  sportsman.  The  ladies  had 
spoken  of  him  to  Miss  Durand,  and  had 
praised  him  up  a  deal,  and  laughed,  and 
said  he'd  be  a  good  match.  She  said  he 
needn't  try  his  fine  manners  on  her  ;  she'd 
have  none  of  them.  And  the  butler  told 
me  she  were  very  high  and  mighty  with 
him  the  first  time  they  dined  together. 
He  was  a  very  splendid-looking  gentleman 
— not  accustomed  to  be  put  down,  I  expect 
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— very  fine-looking,  very  tall ;  quite  as  tall 
as  Mole,  and  much  the  same  build.  You 
remember  Mole  was  a  very  fine  figure  of  a 
man,  sir  ?'  she  asked  the  Colonel. 

He  replied  good-naturedly  that  he  re- 
membered Mole  well,  and  always  thought 
him  a  fine  fellow.  And  with  a  smile  and  a 
sigh  she  proceeded  : 

'  Miss  Durand  stayed  there  a  fortnight, 
and  she  went  hunting,  and  she  went  shoot- 
ing ;  and  I  heard  say  she  could  aim  well, 
and  once  killed  a  pheasant.  And  wher- 
ever she  was,  there  was  Mr.  Dauntry,  and 
the  ladies  were  always  quizzing  her — I 
used  to  hear  them  when  they  came  to  her 
room  at  night — and  the  other  gentlemen 
made  way  for  him,  as  if  he  had  first  right 
to  her  ear.  And  at  last,  the  very  day 
before  we  left,  she  were  fairly  caught.' 

'  Or  he  were  ?'  Hay  said,  with  a  loud 
laugh. 
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'  Never  mind  Hay,  Mrs.  Mole,'  Major 
Mortimer  cried.  '  Can't  you  tell  us  what 
he  said,  and  all  about  it  ?' 

'  Don't  stop  !'  cried  Mrs.  Barlow.  '  Do  go 
on,  Mole  ;  I   am  dying  to  hear  some  more.' 

Mrs.  Smith  smirked,  as  she  exclaimed  : 

*  Mole,  you  are  a  second  Scheherazade.' 

The  queer  name  rather  scandalized  Mrs. 
Mole  ;  it  sounded  like  a  reflection  on  her 
veracity. 

'  I  hope,  mum,  you  don't  think  I'm  not 
speaking  Gospel  truth  ?'  she  exclaimed. 

When  the  explanation  had  been  given, 
she  smiled  at  the  implied  compliment,  and 
went  on,  saying  : 

'  I  can't  tell  you  what  was  said,  ladies 
and  gentlemen ;  but  when  she  came  to 
her  room  at  night,  and  I  was  taking  the 
jewels  out  of  her  hair,  she  said  plump  out  : 
"  Mary,"  says  she,  ''  I'm  going  to  sacrifice 
myself   on    the    hymnal    altar,    and    have 
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promised  to  be  bound  by  the  mumptial 
tie  at  last.  Can  you  guess  who  the 
wretched  victim  is  this  time  ?" 

'  I  knew  she  was  pleased,  for  her  spirits 
was  so  good,  and  next  day  me  and  she  and 
he  went  off  together  back  to  London,  and 
her  ma  and  her  uncle  were  very  pleased 
with  the  new  gentleman  ;  and  the  settle- 
ments was  begun  at  once,  and  there  were 
no  talk  about  delay  nor  nothing  of  that 
kind.  The  house  was  kept  in  a  continued 
rumpus  ;  what  with  dressmakers,  and 
presents  coming  in,  and  tryings  on,  and 
purchases,  there  was  no  quiet  all  day  and 
half  the  night.  And  she  was  as  meek  as 
a  lamb  with  him.  She  did  just  whatever 
he  told  her  to  do,  and  never  showed  a  bit 
of  temper,  let  happen  what  would,  if  he 
were  anywhere  by.  She  told  her  ma 
one  day  she  had  never  believed  in  falling 
in   love  before,    but  she  had  now  got]  a 
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perfect  sweetheart,  that  she  had.  So 
everything  went  on  beautifully,  till  Miss 
Dauntry,  a  cousin  of  his,  came  to  stay, 
and  she  said  something  that  annoyed  my 
mistress  greatly.  I  were  buttoning  her 
boots  at  the  time,  and  Miss  Dauntry  were 
buttoning  her  gloves,  both  of  them  waiting 
to  go  out,  and  she  says  : 

' ''  I  did  laugh,  w^hen  I  heard  Alfred  were 
caught  at  last,"  said  she. 

''*  What  do  you  mean?"  says  my  mis- 
tress sharply. 

'  "  He  were  such  a  universal  lover,"  she 
said,  laughing  as  if  it  were  a  great  joke. 
"  I  never  thought  he  could  concentrate  his 
affections  on  any  one,''  says  she,  with  a 
spite  on  one. 

'  "  Oh,  but,"  says  the  other,  ''  he  never 
really  loved  anyone   before." 

'"Oh,  didn't  he?"  says  his  cousin. 
"  He  says  that,  does  he  ?     Do  you  believe 
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ever  a  man  lived  who  hadn't  died  over 
dozens  of  girls  before  he  married  one  ? 
Look  in  your  own  heart  ;  haven't  you  lost 
it  times  over  before  now  ?" 

*  ''  No  !"  cried  my  mistress,  boiling  over  ; 
''  no,  I  never  did — not  once,  neither  did  he. 
If  I  thought  he  had " 

'  There  she  stopped  sharp  like,  and  Miss 
Dauntry  laughed  again. 

*''Oh,  my  dear!"  she  said,  "don't  be 
silly ;  learn  to  take  the  men  as  you  find 
them.  You've  got  him  all  to  yourself  now  ; 
never  mind  what's  gone  ;  only  take  care  to 
keep  him  !" 

'  Miss  Durand  were  a  lady  who  could 
be  very  suspicious,  and  I  could  see,  though 
she  said  no  more  just  then,  that  suspicions 
had  been  raised  by  the  young  lady's  in- 
sinuations. It  were  a  mean  trick,  and  I 
always  thought  she  were  disappointed  on 
her  own  account,  and  so  was  spiteful ;  but 
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though  my  mistress  said  no  more  to  her,  she 
didn't  forget  it.  I  was  winding  some  wool 
for  her  when  Mr.  Dauntry  came  that  after- 
noon, and  she  was  very  glum  to  him.  He 
teased  her  till  she  told  him  what  was 
amiss — she  told  me  after  ;  and  when  he 
heard  it  he  swore  it  was  all  a  lie,  and  that 
he  never  had,  and  never  could,  and  never 
should  care  for  anyone  but  her. 

*  I  met  him  on  the  stair  as  he  went 
away,  and  he  chucked  me  under  the 
chin  : 

'  "  You're  all  kitde  catde,"  says  he. 

'  I  were  carrying  a  plate  of  bread  and 
butter  and  nearly  let  it  fall.' 

'  How  delicious  !'  Janie  said  in  an  under- 
tone— '  bread  and  butter  !' 

They  all  laughed,  though  all  shared  her 
feeling.  Bread  and  butter  seemed  to  them 
a  feast  for  the  gods. 

Hay  cleared  his  throat. 
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*  You  was  a  young  woman  then,  I 
reckon,'  he  said. 

'  Yes,  I  were  a  young  woman  then,' 
Mrs.  Mole  replied  with  a  withering  look. 

*  We  are  coming  to  the  third  volume  !' 
cried  the  Major  ;  '  don't  let  anyone  stop 
you,  Mrs.  Mole.     Pray  go  on.' 

*  Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  night 
Miss  Durand  said  to  me,  says  she,  after 
she  had  told  me  what  Mr.  Dauntry  had 
sworn  in  the  afternoon,  ''  Now,  Mary,  do 
you  think  he  can  be  a  gay  Lutheran  ?"  I 
couldn't  answer  straight,  for  I  didn't  think 
an  engaged  gentleman  ought  to  be  chuck- 
ing young  women  under  their  chins,  so  I 
only  said  there  was  always  ins  and  outs, 
fors  and  againsts,  and  she  laughed  and 
said  she  believed  his  cousin  wanted  to 
have  him  herself;  but — and  she  looked  so 
fierce  as  she  spoke — if  she  found  he  had 
deceived  her,  even  if  it   was  at  the  very 
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altar  even,  she  would  let  him  see  she 
wasn't  a  softy,  that  she  would.  The 
setdements  were  signed  the  night  before 
the  wedding-day,  and  the  boxes  were 
carried  down  and  put  into  the  little  room 
off  the  hall — beautiful  boxes  they  were, 
with  *' Mrs.  Dauntry"  painted  on  them — 
and,  oh  dear  me !  everything  was  in  a 
bustle  and  confusion  indeed.  The  big 
dining-room  were  given  up  to  the  men 
already,  and  the  wedding  breakfast  was 
laid  out  so  far  as  it  could  be,  and  the  side- 
board was  that  covered  and  backed  up 
with  plate,  it  looked  like  a  silversmith's 
window — a  trophy  they  called  it.  In  the 
two  side  drawing-rooms  the  presents  were 
laid  out,  just  like  a  charity  bazaar,  to  my 
thinking,  and  all  day,  while  the  visitors 
were  inspecting  them,  there  was  a  detec- 
tive, dressed  up  to  look  like  a  friend, 
keeping   watch    lest  anything    should    be 
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Stolen,  for  there  were  said  to  be  nigh  upon 
^15,000  worth  in  the  two  rooms.  When 
he  went  away  at  night,  two  policemen 
came  and  guarded  the  premises,  but  I 
don't  think  they  were  needed,  for  many  of 
the  servants  were  up  all  night,  hard  at 
work. 

'  My  mistress  didn't  get  to  bed  till 
very  late ;  she  was  fairly  wore  out,  so  next 
morning  I  let  her  sleep  as  late  as  I  dared. 
Her  ma  sent  up  before  she  had  touched 
her  breakfast  to  hasten  her,  and  that  made 
me  nervous  and  her  angry ;  and  then  I 
hooked  her  waist  wrong,  and  that  put  her 
out ;  but  she  were  dressed  at  last,  and  if 
I  ever  saw  a  queen  as  a  queen  should  be, 
she  were  it :  she  were  all  polished  like — 
the  satin  so  shiny,  the  hair  so  glossy,  the 
eyes  so  bright;  she  had  his  family  diamonds 
on  her  wrists,  and  amongst  the  orange 
blossoms  on  her  hair  and  round  her  neck  ; 
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and  just  as  we  were  both  looking  at  her 
handsome  reflection  in  the  long  glass, 
there  came  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  a  note 
and  a  little  case  were  handed  in. 

'  "  Mr.  Dauntry  brought  it  hisself," 
the  servant  said,  "  and  would  like  to 
know  if  Miss  Durand  were  nearly 
ready." 

*  The  little  note  were  to  beof  her  to  wear 
what  he  had  brought  ;  it  were  his  addition 
to  the  family  jewels,  and  were  to  be  her 
own  private  property.  She  opened  the 
case  and  took  out  a  diamond  brooch.  My  ! 
it  must  have  been  worth  a  king's  ransom  ; 
it  were  one  cluster  of  flashing  light,  as  if  a 
flame  of  fire  had  been  caught  and  cooled 
and  kept  burning  all  the  same.  She 
pinned  it  at  her  throat,  and  it  completed 
the  glittering  figure.  Her  cheeks  were 
pink  with  pleasure.  I  wish  he  could  have 
seen    her    then,   but,  you    see,  it    weren't 
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etiquette  for  him  to  see  her  before  he  met 
her  in  church.' 

*  Remember  that,  Mortimer,'  said  the 
Colonel  jocosely. 

'  "  Go  down,  Mary,"  says  she;  ''  give  him 
my  dear  love,  and  say  I'll  thank  him 
presently." 

*  So  down  I  ran.  I  found  him  in  the 
library  by  the  front  door,  all  alone,  looking 
just  as  a  bridegroom  should  look.' 

'  How  is  that  .^'  Major  Mortimer  asked; 
'  it  may  be  of  service  to  me  to  know,  some 
day.' 

No  one  but  Janie  noticed  how  he 
coloured  as  he  spoke.  The  Colonel's 
jesting  remark  had  put  him  on  his 
mettle. 

*  Well,  sir,'  Mrs.  Mole  said,  *  he  were,  oi 
course,  all  in  new  clothes,  spick  and  span  ; 
his  tie  was  lovely,  though  he  hadn't  no 
pin    in    it,   and    no  jewelled    studs — they 
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weren't  worn  then  ;  but  his  hair  was  lovely 
— all  curled  like  ;  and  his  boots — you  could 
see  yourself  in  his  boots  !' 

'  Ha !'  the  two  gentlemen  sighed  heavily 
and  surveyed  the  battered,  shapeless  cover- 
ings that  passed  as  boots  with  them. 

'  He  were  very  iovial,  shook  hands  with 
me  as  if  I  were  a  lady,  and  ''  Does  she  like 
it  ?"  he  asked  ;  ''and  I've  not  forgotten  you, 
either,  Mary  ;"  and  he  put  a  ten-pound  note 
into  my  hand.  I  thought  he  looked  mis- 
cheevious  as  he  kept  hold  of  my  hand,  so  I 
backed  out  at  the  door,  but  he  grabbed 
me,  and,  laughing  as  if  it  were  a  very  good 
joke,  he  cried,  "  Just  one  for  luck,  Mary  !" 
and  kissed  me.' 

Hay  coughed,  but  she  took  no  notice 
and  went  on  : 

*  Just  as  he  kissed  me  we  heard  a  rustle, 
and  there  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  face  to 
face  with   us.  staring   at  us  almost  within 

VOL.  II.  i"] 
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arms-length,  stood  Miss  Durand.  Oh, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  she  looked  awful ! 
Her  face  was  crimson,  her  eyes  outshone 
the  flashing  gems  she  wore,  and  the  pure 
white  of  her  dress  made  her  angry  counten- 
ance more  striking. 

*  "  Mr.  Alfred  Dauntry  !"  she  shouted 
out,  so  that  all  the  house  might  hear — and 
I  could  tell  people  were  opening  and 
shutting  doors  and  collecting  from  all 
sides — "  Mr.  i\lfred  Dauntry,  you  may 
take  Mary  to  church  instead  of  me,  for 
I'll  never  go  there  or  anywhere  else 
with  you.  I'm  thankful  I  see  you  in  your 
true  colours  before  it's  too  late  !" ' 

'  My  eyes  !'  Hay  cried  ;  '  he  were  well 
shot  o'  her/ 

'Ah,  poor  young  lady  !'  Mrs.  IMole  con- 
tinued, '  she  felt  it  dreadfully  ;  but  nothing 
would  move  her — no,  though  the  bride- 
cake were  on  the  table,  and  the  church  full 
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of  friends  waiting  for  her.  I  am  sure  he 
only  gave  me  a  kiss  in  the  joy  of  his  heart 
— gentlemen  were  freer  in  those  days  than 
it  is  genteel  to  be  now  ;  but  she  wouldn't 
listen  to  reason — no,  nor  to  anyone.  I 
went  down  on  my  bended  knees  before 
her,  and  swore  he  had  never  kissed  me 
before  ;  but  she  was  just  stone.  She  said 
she  didn't  blame  me  no  ways,  nor  did  she 
turn  me  off;  but  there  she  is  to  this  day — 
Miss  Durand  still.' 

'  How  long  is  that  ago  T  Hay  in- 
quired. 

'  'Twas  before  I  knew  Mole.' 

Mrs.  Barlow  talked  the  story  thread- 
bare ;  she  was  greatly  amused  by  it,  and 
paid  the  narrator  many  compliments. 

There  was  no  trouble  about  getting  her 
to  bed  that  night,  though  she  did  not  go 
to  sleep  soon.  She  talked  in  an  under- 
tone to  Janie,  whose  bed  was  beside  hers; 
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and  her  thoughts  were  not,  as  usual,  full  of 
her  trouble  and  grief  about  the  drowned 
boy,  nor  even  about  her  Indian  life  ;  they 
had  gone  back  to  her  early  home-days,  the 
pretty  country  vicarage,  and  her  sisters  and 
brothers.  She  told  Janie  of  the  little  twin 
sister  Hetty,  whose  early  death  had  been  her 
first  sorrow  ;  of  the  elder  brother  who  had 
taught  her  to  ride  bareback  on  the  old  cob 
who  carried  her  father  round  his  wide- 
spread parish  ;  of  the  funny  little  church 
with  escutcheons  above  the  Communion- 
table, which  she  used  to  suppose  were 
symbolic  signs  of  heavenly  things  ;  and 
of  the  queer  service,  wherein  the  illiterate 
old  clerk,  who  was  also  grave-digger  and 
pew-opener,  struggled  to  drown  her  father's 
voice  with  his  loud  nasal  tones.  How  it 
was  his  business — there  being  neither  organ 
nor  choir — to  lead  off  the  hymns  after 
giving  out  the  first  verse,  and  how  he  used 
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to  try  several  tunes  before  he  got  hold  of 
one  to  suit  the  metre. 

*  Sometimes,'  she  said,  laughing  at  the 
recollection,  '  he  couldn't  remember  one  to 
go  right,  and  he  would  look  up  to  our  pew 
in  the  west  tower,  which  was  meant  for 
the  organ-loft,  and  call  aloud  to  my  big 
brother  :  ''  Master  George,  you  must  hev  a 
shot,  please;  I've  gotten  too  bad  a  cold!" 
No  one  seemed  to  think  it  funny  except 
we  children,  and  we  used  to  creep  under 
the  seat  to  laugh,  out  of  my  mother's  sight. 
When  George  was  absent  one  or  other  of 
the  farmers  would  try  a  tune  ;  I  wonder 
my  father  or  mother  didn't  lead  off  I 
never  hear  that  prayer  in  the  afternoon 
service  for  the  Queen — you  know  it  is 
"  High  and  mighty,  King  of  kings,  Lord 
of  lords,  the  only  Ruler  of  princes  " — but  I 
always  see  clearly  before  me  that  funny 
little  yellow-washed  church,  and  the  great 
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pictured  lozenges  covering  the  east  end, 
with  my  dear  father  shouting  in  the  tall 
pulpit,  and  the  old  clerk,  far  below  him  in 
a  box  of  his  own.  bending  forward  with  a 
long  white  wand  in  his  hand  ready  to  touch 
up  any  sleeper  or  naughty  child.  I  suppose 
we  younger  ones  were  taken  to  the  after- 
noon service  only  on  account  of  its  short- 
ness, and  that  rolling,  sonorous  sentence 
struck  my  childish  fancy.  Janie,  I  wonder 
If  I  shall  ever  sit  In  that  church  again,  or 
be  buried  in  the  dear  old  place  '^  There  is 
no  graveyard  round  the  church,  only  a  small 
square  bit  of  grass  before  the  door,  for  it  is 
in  the  village  street ;  and  the  cemetery  is  a 
little  distance  away.  But  there  Is  one  little 
hillock  in  the  grass  ;  someone's  baby  was 
burled  there  long  ago.  How  I  used  to 
pity  that  lonely  baby  !' 

In  this  softened    mood   she  fell   asleep, 
and  all  the  following  morning  she  remained 
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calm  and  contented,  assisting  in  the  usual 
duties,  and  forbearing  to  give  saucy  answers 
to  Mrs.  Smith.  All  felt  reassured  and 
comforted,  and  the  idea  of  incessant  sur- 
veillance was  forgotten.  In  the  leisure  of 
the  early  afternoon  each  followed  the  bent 
of  individual  inclination,  unmindful  of 
possible  danger,  and  very  soon  after  the 
remains  of  the  mid-day  meal  had  been 
cleared  away  the  neighbourhood  of  '  home' 
was  deserted. 

The  two  young  ladies  went  off  ostensibly 
to  gather  plantains,  but  in  the  course  of 
tiieir  wandering  they  were  separated,  and 
when  Mrs.  Barlow  came  back  to  the  shed 
with  her  clusters  of  fruit  there  was  no  one 
within  siaht. 

As  she  stood  alone  in  the  shed,  her  graze 
wandered  to  the  little  covered  platform 
where  the  Major  worked,  and  she  saw 
Irom  under  a  heap  of  shavings  the  corner 
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of   the    overland    trunk    appearing.       Her 
eyes  flashed  with  newly-aroused  mischief. 
After  one  look  round  to  be  certain  she  was 
unobserved,  she  ran  to  the  box  and  rapidly 
pulled  out  the  contents,  casting  them  aside 
till  she  came  to  the  parcel  containing  the 
bridal  paraphernalia.      This  she  unfolded, 
and  held  the  glistening  gown  aloft,  inspect- 
ing its  make  and  trimmings  with  keenest 
pleasure.     The  next  fancy  was  to  try  it  on, 
and  this  she  proceeded  to  do,  laughing  to 
herself  the  while  as  she  found  it  fitted  her. 
Next    she    put    the    clustering    sprays    of 
orange-blossom  in  her  hair,  fastening  them 
in  with  little  twigs,  and  over  all  she  threw 
the  soft  tulle  veil.      The  shoes  and  stock- 
ings took  her  attention,   but  she  decided 
against  troubling  about  them,  and  laughed 
again    as    her    straw-clad    feet    presented 
themselves    from    under    the    rich    white 
satin.      There  was  a    very    long    train   to 
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the  dainty  .skirt,  and  as  she  moved  to  and 
fro  she  pleased  herself  with  the  effect  of 
the  liofht  on  its  shining^  surface.  The 
freak,  begun  in  fun,  was  becoming  ter- 
rible earnest,  and  the  mischief  in  her  eyes 
was  deepening  into  madness  as  she 
gradually  bethought  her  of  the  terrible 
significance  of  the  attire.  Back  to  her 
memory  came  the  cruel  letter,  and  she 
began  to  repeat  it,  her  voice  gradually 
becoming  uncontrollable. 

At  that  moment  Janie  and  Mrs.  Mole 
came  up,  and  were  for  the  moment  bewil- 
dered to  see  a  figure  standing  before  them 
in  garments  to  which  their  eyes  had  been 
long  unaccustomed.  The  fever  in  Mrs. 
Barlow's  cheeks,  the  glitter  of  her  eyes, 
and  the  becoming  influence  of  the  soft 
veil,  invested  her  with  the  appearance  of 
renewed  )outh  and  beauty.  They  did  not 
at  the  instant  recognise  her,  and  stared  at 
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the  dazzling  picture  as  if  it  were  an  appari- 
tion. 

'  Look  !'  she  cried  to  them  ;  '  I'm  ready  ! 
I'm  not  going  to  let  him  marry  anyone 
else.  Miss  Durand  was  mad.  Nothing's 
wanting  here  but  the  bridegroom.  Do  you 
think  he's  stopping  to  kiss  some  one  else, 
Mrs.  Mole  .^  I'm  going  to  forbid  the 
banns.  Come  on,  Janie  ;  you  are  to  be 
bridesmaid.  Who'll  be  best  man  ?  Oh,  I 
forgot ;  they  say  he's  a  widower.  Widowers 
don't  need  supporting,  do  they  '^.  Come  on, 
Janie  ;  don't  let  us  be  late  !' 

She  darted  at  Mrs.  Scott,  and,  with  a 
scream  of  lauo^hter,  dras^ored  her  forward. 
In  vain  Janie  pleaded  for  release  ;  the 
mad  grasp  impelled  her  onward,  dragged 
her  across  the  park,  up  the  steep  wooded 
slopes,  through  the  citadel  screen  of  rocks, 
on  downwards  towards  Echo  Bay.  As  she 
strode  along,  gripping  Janie's  arm  in  a  grip 
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of  iron,  she  shouted  sentences  out  of  the 
letter,  and  the  words  appeared  to  act  like 
goads.  In  her  headlong  flight,  the  flowing 
train  w'as  almost  torn  to  shreds.  Now  it 
caught  in  a  thorny  bush,  now  wrapped 
itself  round  a  jagged  boulder ;  now  it 
threatened  to  pitch  her  forward,  now  it 
jerked  her  backward.  But  it  mattered 
nothing  to  her.  With  an  impatient  jerk, 
she  would  right  herself  and  dash  forward, 
while  shining  bits  of  satin  marked  her 
track. 

In  vain  Mrs.  Scott,  breathless  and  terri- 
fied, implored  her  to  stop  or  release  her, 
magnifying  her  suffering  in  the  vain  hope 
of  raising  her  pity.  On  she  flew,  dragging 
her  with  her,  and  when  at  last  their  head- 
lone  career  came  to  a  halt  in  the  full  blaze 
of  sunshine  that  flooded  the  sands  of  the 
bay,  and  Mrs.  Barlow  released  her  by 
violently  flinging  her  to  the  ground,  Janie 
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was  only  too  thankful  to  have  escaped  so 
far  with  her  life  to  have  any  thought  for 
her  bruises  and  cuts. 

'  Richard  !'  Mrs.  Barlow  screamed,  keep- 
ing her  eyes  on  her  companion  so  that 
she  should  not  escape  her.  '  Major  Richard 
Barlow,  listen  to  nie !' 

'  Listen  to  me !'  came  back. 

'  No,  I  won't  !'  she  retaliated. 

*  I  won't,'  said  the  echo. 

'  You  hear,  Janie !  Janie,  you  hear  !' 
she  exclaimed.  '  He  brazens  it  out  ;  he 
repudiates  me  ;  he's  angry  about  the  boy. 
Dick,  it's  no  use.  Don't  you  know  he's 
mine  as  much  as  yours — mine  more  than 
yours  .'^' 

'  Mine  more  than  yours,'  was  floated 
back. 

She  stamped  in  fury. 

^Well,  then,  you  shall  know  the  truth,' 
she  cried.     '  I  let  him  drown  ;  yes,  I    let 
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him  go  on  purpose.  The  devil  said  to 
me,  **  Don't  let  him  drag  you  down  ;  save 
yourself ;  you  can't  manage  both  ;"  so  I 
let  him  go,  and  now  he's  neither  yours  nor 
mine  !' 

Janie  watched  and  listened  in  agony. 
She  trusted  Mrs.  Mole  had  gone  for  help, 
but  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight  of 
any.  Mrs.  Barlow's  hoarse  voice  seemed 
wearied  out  for  the  moment,  and  she 
stood  swaying  to  and  fro,  wildly  watch- 
ing for  her  husband. 

A  large  sea-bird  came  quietly  flying 
over  the  cliff,  and,  startled  by  the  sight 
of  human  figures,  quickly  darted  aside 
and  flew  out  seawards,  in  the  direction  of 
Tower  Rock.  Its  flight  attracted  her.  She 
turned  to  Janie,  and  bade  her  get  up. 

^^Look,'  she  said — 'the  coward!  He's 
cutting  away  from  me  as  fast  as  he  can. 
He    doesn't    know    what    good    swimmers 
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we  have  become  ;  but  we  can  soon  follow 
him.     Come  on  quick  !' 

'  The  tide  will  soon  turn  ;  then  we  can 
follow.' 

'  Tide  !  What  does  tide  matter  to  us  } 
We'll  g"o  to  Tower  Rock  and  rest  there. 
Come,  get  up,  or  I'll  make  you  !' 

Too  terrified  to  resist  further,  Janie 
allowed  herself  to  be  hurried  to  the 
water's  edge.  There  she  again  ventured 
to  expostulate,  saying  it  was  a  pity  to 
wet  and  spoil  the  beautiful  gown.  Mrs. 
Barlow  held  up  the  tattered  train  disdain- 
fully. 

'  Just  what  I  wish  to  do,'  she  said. 
•  He'll  have  the  expense  of  buying  an- 
other.    Serve  him  right  !' 

Making  another  attempt,  Janie  added  : 

'I  am  so  hungry  ;  do  let  us  wait  till 
after  tea.' 

'  You    coward  !'  was    the  fierce  answer, 
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as  she  swooped  down  on  her  and  pushed 
her  forcibly  into  the  water.  '  You  and  I 
have  been  in  a  far  rougher  sea  than  this 
— haven't  we  ? — and  survived  !' 

And  Mrs.  Scott  had  nothinor  to  do  but 
to  strike  out  over  the  advancing  wave, 
and  keep  as  near  to  her  companion  as 
was  possible. 

The  danger  of  the  situation  was  quickly 
visible,  not  only  to  Janie,  but  also  to  Mrs. 
Barlow.  The  plunge  into  the  cool  water 
had.  to  a  certain  extent,  cured  her  ;  and 
as  the  heavily-trimmed  gown  first  floated 
out,  and  then,  charged  with  water,  fell 
tightly  around  her  limbs,  obstructing  her 
movements,  she  knew  her  peril.  She 
tried  to  turn  back  to  the  shore,  but  the 
tide  had  turned  also,  and  was  too  strong 
for  her.  She  called  to  Janie,  but  before 
the  latter  could  help  her  she  sunk. 

Janie   screamed   for   assistance,    but  the 
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sea  was  fresh,  and  her  voice  scarce 
reached  the  shore.  She  was  a  bold 
swimmer,  and  on  ordinary  occasions  knew 
no  fatigue  while  swimming  ;  but  she  was 
fully  aware  that  ordinary  strength  would 
be  insufficient  now  to  drag  Mrs.  Barlow, 
with  her  saturated  extra  garments,  safe  to 
land,  through  the  quickly  flowing  water. 
Nevertheless,  she  did  not  hesitate  to  make 
the  attempt,  and  as  Mrs.  Barlow  rose  to 
the  surface,  Janie  clutched  her,  and  skil- 
fully managed  to  keep  her  head  above 
water  while  she  struck  out  for  the  shore. 

Mrs.  Barlow  was  gasping  and  splutter- 
ing, yet  she  did  not  mean  to  be  saved. 
With  a  sudden  twist  she  freed  herself, 
and  almost  instantly  disappeared  again 
under  the  clashing  water. 

But  Janie  was  all  the  more  determined 
to  save  her  in  spite  of  herself.  Again 
she    caught   her   as    she   once   more   rose, 
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and  bravely  toiled  again  to  save  her  : 
her  strength  and  calmness  would  have 
triumphed,  but  Mrs.  Barlow  suddenly- 
raised  her  hand,  and  with  all  her  re- 
maining strength  struck  her  savagely 
between  the  eyes.  Taken  by  surprise, 
Mrs.  Scott  unconsciously  relaxed  her  hold, 
and,  stunned  for  the  instant,  sank  with  her 
companion.  But  only  for  a  moment. 
Janie's  head  reappeared  almost  immedi- 
ately, and  she  again  grasped  and  firmly 
held  Mrs.  Barlow,  her  utmost  power  again 
put  forth  to  gain  the  victory  after  all. 

Then  Mrs.  Barlow  ceased  to  struggle  , 
she  opened  her  eyes,  and  a  soft,  beautiful 
smile  overspread  her  face  as  she  raised  it 
to  the  sky. 

'There  is  Hetty  I'  she  said,  and  her 
voice  was  clear  and  full  of  intense  feelinof 
— '  dear  little  Hettv  !' 

Janie   had   need   of  all  her  courage  and 
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skill  to  make  way  against  the  adverse 
current ;  try  as  she  would,  she  felt  that 
for  every  stroke  she  gained  she  had  to 
let  herself  be  carried  back  again  ;  her 
friend's  weight  increased,  too  ;  her  face 
had  gone  colourless,  and  her  form  rigid 
like  a  log.  A  great  terror  seized  her  ;  was 
she  to  perish  with  this  poor  distraught 
woman  and  none  to  know  ?  Every  second 
seemed  an  hour  ;  then  came  a  singing  in 
her  ears,  an  awful  numbness  in  her  head, 
the  past  and  present  became  mingled  and 
confused,  thought  became  impossible — 
was  this  death  ?  Again  she  was  a  school- 
girl swinging  in  the  prim  suburban  garden, 
with  lessons  to  be  learned.  She  heard 
the  bell  ring  out  its  summons  to  the  class- 
room ;  the  voice  of  her  mistress  sounded 
warningly.  Then  there  was  a  great  still- 
ness, and  next  she  found  herself  lying 
on    the    dry    sands    with    all    her    friends 
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anxiously  watching  her.  No,  not  all  ; 
a  little  distance  away,  stiff  in  death,  in  the 
wedding-gown  for  her  shroud,  lay  Mrs. 
Barlow,  a  smile  still  on  the  quiet  face, 
the  reflection  of  the  happiness  of  that 
recognition  of  her  little  twin  sister  which 
had  been  vouchsafed  her  in  her  death- 
struggle. 

'  Dead  !'  Janie  cried,  starting  up  and 
seeing  the  long-quiet  figure.  '  Oh,  did 
I   let  her  drown  ?' 

Her  companions  closed  round  her,  sooth- 
ing, entreating,  persuading  her,  their  joy 
at  her  return  to  consciousness  visible  on 
every  face  and  in  every  voice.  They  had 
endured  unutterable  anguish  since  Major 
Mortimer  and  Hay  had  brought  the  two 
bodies  ashore,  lest  the  best  loved  of  their 
community  had  passed  away  from  them. 
Each  felt  the  brightness  of  their  prison 
would  be  darkened  for  ever  if  her  sweet 
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eyes  never  opened  to  them  again,  and 
now  in  their  rapture  they  knelt  round 
her  with  honeyed  words  and  caresses, 
forgetful  in  their  restored  happiness  of 
the  poor  dead  woman  close  by.  Sugared 
epithets  of  affection  fell  from  Mrs.  Smith's 
lips,  and  tears  streamed  over  her  face  as 
she  supported  Mrs.  Scott's  tottering  steps 
to  her  dead  friend's  side. 

'  My  dear!  my  love!  my  poor  dear!'  she 
cried  as  Janie  sank  down  and  kissed  the 
quiet  face,  '  indeed  you  did  all  you  could, 
and  if  the  Major  had  been  a  moment  later 
he  would  have  been  too  late.  You  had 
sunk  twice,  my  poor  dear  girl,  and  you  still 
kept  hold  of  her.  Ah,  don't  cry  I'  she 
added,  as  Janie  broke  into  an  agony  of 
weeping  ;  ^  she's  happy  now ;  look  how 
peaceful  she  is !' 

The  Colonel  laid  his  hand  caressingly 
on  Janie's  bowed  head. 


THE  BRIDE  OF  THE  SEA  309 

*  Yes,'  he  said,  '  that  peaceful  face  forbids 
us  to  grieve  ;  the  poor  sick  brain  Is  healed 
now.' 

So  In  the  bridal  finery  prepared  for  a 
happy  bride,  Mrs.  Barlow  was  burled 
beside  her  drowned  boy,  while  away  at 
Moradabad,  when  the  much  -  looked  -  for 
present  from  the  rich  old  aunt  was  at  last 
known  to  have  been  lost  at  sea,  Major 
Barlow  amused  his  new-made  wife  by 
sketching  a  mermaid  swimming  through 
coral  arcades  'at  the  bottom  of  the  deep-blue 
sea,'  arrayed  In  the  promised  wedding-dress. 

For  some  time  after  Mrs.  Barlow's  un- 
timely death  Janle's  bright  spirit  was 
saddened,  and  the  little  party  were  all 
greatly  depressed  ;  but  as  time  wore  on 
they  recovered  and  took  up  their  old 
hopes  and  ways  again. 

There  are  few  sorrows  three-and-twenty 
cannot    endure    and    live    down,    and    at 
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three-and-twenty  Janie  was  in  the  prime  of 
youth  and  strength  ;  it  was  impossible,  too. 
that  she  should  completely  despond,  sur- 
rounded as  she  was  by  tenderness  and 
watchfulness,  and  conscious  as  she  could 
not  fail  to  be  that  her  moods  and  looks 
were  commented  upon  as  matters  of  the 
deepest  importance.  It  was  not  in  her 
nature  to  be  heedless  of  the  goodwill  of 
those  around  her,  and  even  during  her 
darkest  hours  she  would  do  her  utmost  to 
hide  her  despondency,  for  the  sake  of 
those  who  literally  basked  in  her  smiles. 

Hay  was  as  much  her  devoted  slave 
as  was  the  Colonel,  and  Mrs.  Smith  had 
for  long  ceased  to  be  suspicious  of  Major 
Mortimer's  regard  ;  indeed,  she  would  have 
resented  any  lack  of  attention  to  Janie  on 
his  part.  Janie  had  indeed  become  as  a 
cherished  daughter  to  the  two  heads  of 
departments. 
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Mrs.  Barlow's  death  had  brought  Mrs. 
Scott  into  closer  contact  with  the  others, 
and  had  drawn  them  all  nearer  together. 

The  next  rainy  season  was  very  severe, 
and  its  effects  very  serious.  The  lake 
had  overflowed  with  unaccustomed  vio- 
lence, and  many  of  the  fruit-trees  on  its 
margin  had  been  uprooted.  The  finest 
of  the  cocoanut  palms  had  been  broken 
in  an  unusually  severe  gale,  and  part  of 
the  turf  slopes  had  been  washed  down  by 
the  heavy  storms  of  sweeping  rain.  In 
these  storms  many  of  the  goats  had  been 
killed  and  injured,  and  so  much  of  the 
herbage  had  been  damaged  that  the  supply 
of  food  for  the  flock  would  be  straitened 
for  the  time. 

From  some  unknown  cause,  fish  were 
scarce  and  difficult  to  get,  and  many  priva- 
tions had  to  be  endured. 

Again,  too,  they  were  reduced  to  rags. 
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and  the  annual  stock-taking  was  an  impos- 
sibility, there  being  no  longer  any  stock  to 
overhaul.  Two  large  sheets  alone  re- 
mained of  all  their  stores,  and  these  two 
were  carefully  preserved  to  act  as  flags, 
should  a  ship  ever  come  in  sight. 

The  evil  days  were  indeed  upon  the 
little  colony.  Colonel  Shepherd  was 
greatly  crippled  by  rheumatism  ;  the  elder 
women  were  gray  and  worn ;  and  even 
Hay,  who  had  hitherto  shown  an  imperturb- 
able disregard  of  his  position,  was  becoming 
taciturn  and  morose.  He  took  to  sitting 
above  the  ravine,  watching  seawards,  his 
eager  eyes  showing  his  yearning  for  a  sail, 
and  it  was  then  Major  Mortimer  said  the 
time  had  come  for  the  use  of  the  buried 
wine. 

He  unearthed  it  when  Hay  was  absent 
fishing,  and  carried  it  to  his  shed,  where 
he  hid  all  but  one  bottle.     This   he   pro- 
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duced  after  dinner,  accounting  for  it  very 
lamely,  as  it  seemed  to  those  who  knew 
the  fact,  but  quite  satisfactorily  to  the  poor 
seaman,  who  literally  shook  with  agitation 
when  he  saw  it. 

*  As  long  as  we  agree  to  drink  fair/  said 
the  Major,  '  I  think  there  will  be  a  cup 
apiece  every  day  for  a  month.  If  we 
don't  promise  each  other  to  be  content 
with  a  stated  allowance,  I'll  smash  the 
remainder.* 

He  looked  fiercely  at  Janie  as  he  spoke, 
professing  to  fear  she  would  not  consent. 
There  was  an  instant  chorus  of  *  Of  course 
we  agree  !'  from  all  but  Hay ;  he  stood 
with  lowering  face  and  quivering  lips,  his 
fingers  twisting,  and  his  eyes  glaring  at 
the  bottle.  He  muttered  that  it  wasn't 
private  property. 

*  What  ?'  said  the  Major  sharply. 

The  man  made  no  reply,  and  the  others 
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began  talking  eagerly  of  the  good  the  wine 
would  do  them  all  if  taken  medicinally. 
Only  Mrs.  Scott  said  she  never  had  drunk 
wine,  and  never  would  ;  she  did  not  need 
any. 

*  You'll  take  your  share,'  said  the  Major 
authoritatively. 

How  they  all  enjoyed  the  generous 
liquor  !  Hay  tossed  his  off  at  a  gulp,  and 
then  watched  the  leisurely  enjoyment  of 
the  others,  his  face  betraying  his  desire 
for  more.  It  was  a  hazardous  experi- 
ment ;  but  only  good  came  of  it,  though 
Hay  was  constantly  on  the  alert  to  dis- 
cover where  the  treasure  was  hidden.  He 
had,  however,  to  deal  with  wiser  heads 
than  his.  The  Major  was  nearly  always 
in  his  work-shed  ;  and  the  day's  allowance 
seemed  to  drop  on  the  table  out  of  space, 
it  seemed  to  Hay.  On  the  last  day  of  the 
month  all  felt  relieved  no  harm  had  come 
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of  the  trial,  and  all  felt  how  grrat  the 
benefit  had  been  individually — their  pulses 
had  been  quickened,  their  energies  re- 
strung  ;  they  were  again  hopeful  and 
cheerful.  Their  last  cups  were  taken 
merrily,  and  they  drank  to  their  speedy 
release. 

Afterwards  Hay  acknowledged  to  Mrs. 
Mole  that  drink  was  like  fire  —  a  bad 
master,  but  a  good  servant. 

'  Though  when  I  get  ashore  again,'  he 
added,  '  111  treat  resolution.  I'll  just  have 
one  reg'lar  good  bout,  and  then  I'll  turn 
teetotaler  and  look  out  for  my  poor  girl 
again.' 

'  Better  keep  to  one  cup  a  day,  and 
enjoy  God's  good  gift  properly,'  said 
she. 

'  That's  more  than  I  could  do,'  he  re- 
plied. '  I  tell  you,  I  was  that  mad  with 
greed  when  the  Major  brought  that  first 
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bottle  out,  I  could  have  killed  him  to  get 
hold  of  it,  only  he's  stronger  than  me.' 

*  So  if  he'd  been  a  poor  puny  fellow 
you'd  have  done  murder  for  a  dram  ?'  she 
asked.      '  Were  that  your  only  reason  ?' 

*  Not  the  only  one,'  he  said  sarcastically; 
*  I  were  afraid  of  your  nails,  too.' 

Mrs.  Scott  was  resting  after  her  morn- 
ing's work,  sitting  idly  in  the  shade  on  the 
grassy  slope,  looking  out  over  the  rocks 
beneath,  where  the  summer  sea  softly  rose 
and  fell  in  the  full  glare  of  the  summer 
sun,  the  water  streaked  in  luminous  shades 
of  green  near  shore,  and  of  a  wonderfully 
full  unbroken  blue  where  it  was  fathoms 
deep  in  the  middle  distance.  She  was 
alone,  and  free  to  think  her  own  thoughts 
without  interruption,  and  her  beautiful  face 
was  very  sorrowful  as  she  let  them  dwell 
upon  the  hopelessness  of  the  present. 
Ever  since  she  had  heard  of  Major  Bar- 
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low's  second  marriage  she  had  reah'zed 
how  completely  she  and  her  companions 
were  regarded  as  dead,  and  she  had 
gradually  tried  to  make  herself  realize 
the  probability  that  Charley  had  also  con- 
soled himself  with  another  wife.  Again 
and  again  she  told  herself  to  remember 
his  sociable  disposition  would  never  permit 
him  to  remain  a  bachelor  when  once  he 
felt  assured  of  her  death,  and  she  recol- 
lected, with  intense  bitterness,  how  her 
shortcomings  in  the  hour  of  trial  must 
have  weakened  his  regard  for  her  even 
before  they  parted. 

There  were  times,  though,  when  she 
remembered  most  their  devoted  wooino- 
and  the  tender  happiness  of  their  early 
married  life,  until  sickness  made  them 
what  they  would  not  be  despite  themselves. 
In  such  moods  as  this  the  very  idea  of 
his  loving  another  seemed  treacherous  to 
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him,  and  she  would  assure  herself  it  was 
as  impossible  for  him  as  for  her. 

She  was  in  this  mood  as  she  sat  alone 
with  Nature,  the  soft  balmy  air  sweet 
with  the  fragrance  of  flowers,  musical  with 
the  song  of  birds  and  the  soft  cooing  of 
doves.  Before  her  feet  the  squirrels  played, 
careless  of  her  presence  ;  lizards  came  close 
to  her,  peering  up  at  her  with  those  queer, 
bold  eyes  that  seem  almost  of  human  in- 
telligence ;  rabbits  composedly  washed  their 
faces  at  the  entrances  of  their  holes  in  the 
grass,  and  green  parrots  alighted  from  the 
branches  above  her  and  fought  at  her  side 
for  a  berry. 

But  Nature,  with  its  innocent  animal  life, 
was  not  sufficient  for  her  happiness.  '  Man 
never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blessed  '  ;  and 
all  this  brightness  and  peace  palled  on  her. 
She  saw  none  of  the  comfort  and  ten- 
derness of  Nature,  only  its  callousness. 
She  sickened  of  the  sweetness  and  poetry, 
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and  longed  for  life's  realities,  for  relief 
from  inaction — for  the  world's  strife  even, 
rather  than  this  stranded,  isolated  existence. 
Then  her  mood  altered  again,  and,  with 
tears,  she  marvelled  at  her  presumption  in 
questioning  God's  decree.  Surely,  her 
punishment  was  very  slight  for  her  griev- 
ous failing,  she  told  herself.  She  was 
surrounded  by  love  and  care,  on  no  deso- 
late, barren  shore,  but  amidst  the  fairest  of 
God's  works.  She  reminded  herself  of 
Mrs.  Barlow's  bright,  happy  life  shadowed 
and  shortened,  of  the  quenched  hopes  of 
her  companions  —  the  Colonel's  wasting 
form  and  vanished  dreams  of  home,  of 
the  Major's  brave  efforts  to  seem  content, 
of  Mrs.  Smith's  thwarted  ambitions,  and 
Mrs.  Mole's  uncomplaining  self-forgetful- 
ness.  Their  sorrows  touched  her  and 
diverted  her  thoughts  from  her  own.  She 
looked  round  on  the  glories  of  land  and 
sea    and    sky.       Never    before    had    they 
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appeared  so  fair,  and,  stretching  her  arms 
in  adoration,  she  repeated  a  verse  of  the 
grand  old  hymn  : 

'  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command, 

Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love  ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand, 
Till  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move.' 

Suddenly  she  ceased,  and  sprang  to  her 
feet,  and,  as  if  possessed  with  sudden  mad- 
ness, she  shrieked  with  a  scream  which 
rang  loud  and  high  above  the  dash  of 
waters  and  above  the  woodland  harmony, 
making  all  the  rest  of  the  community  start 
arrd  listen  and  fly  from  their  several  pur- 
suits in  agonized  excitement  towards  her  ; 
for  the  piercing  words  she  uttered  were 
words  they  had  so  long  and  vainly  hoped 
to  hear  :   '  A  sail !  a  sail !' 
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